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PREFACE. 



It is the purpose of tliis Volume to onion ;i* and 
illustrate the great truth, that religion should l»e 
carried into all the details of daily life ; and that 
Christian grace may eminently flourish in any law- 
ful worldly calling. And as, to most minds, facts 
are more interesting and convincing than abstract 
reasonings, great part of the work has been given 
to delineating a specimen of a truly Christian man 
in each of the more marked walks of life. No 
argument to prove that a soldier, a statesman, or a 
physician, need find nothing in his profession in- 
consistent with the maintenance of a devout spirit, 
will be so generally satisfactory, or so practically 
useful, as the telling us the story of a man who, 
in one of these vocations, has actually succeeded in 
maintaining a devout spirit ; and of his special 
helps and hindrances. 



4 PREFACE. 

It is a happy sign of the present time, that 
such thoughts are so often set forth in all religious 
teaching. It is, of course, nothing new ; but it is 
an old truth of which we need to be reminded, that 
a sharp separation of human employments into 
secular and sacred is an entire mistake ; and that 
all human work is secular or is sacred just ac- 
cording to the spirit in which it is gone through. 
It is Platonism rather than Christianity, to hold 
that there is anything necessaxily debasing or ma- 
terializing about the duties and the cares of daily 
life. All these duties and cares take their charac- 
ter from the spirit in which we pass through them. 
The simple French monk, five hundred years since, 
who acted as cook to his brethren, indicated the 
Christian's true path when he wrote, " I put my 
little egg-cake on the fire for the sake of Christ." 
And the saintly Herbert, more gracefully, has 
shown how, as the eye may either look on glass, or 
look through it, we may look no farther than the 
daily task, or may look through it to something 
nobler beyond. 

« 

Teach me, my God and King, 

In all things Thee to see ; 
And what I do in anything, 

To do it as for Thee. 



PREFACE. I) 

A servant with thin clauso. 

Makes drudgery divine : 
Who sweeps a room, as for Thy laws. 

Makes that, and the action, fine. 



For several years, the autlior of this Volume 
has been quite withdrawn by ill health from tlie 
common occupations and enjoyments of life. And 
she has felt, more deeply than almost any other, 
the trial that thus she has been cut off from that 
Christian usefulness to which it would have been 
her happiness to devote much of her strengtli and 
time. Of late, a much-valued opportunity of doing 
good has been permitted to the author, thn^ugh 
the large circulation which has been attained by 
two little volumes which have preceded the present. 
These are characterised by serious thought, set fortJi 
in a very pleasing style ; and by a spirit which is 
earnest without being severe or gloomy. And these 
pages, written amid much weariness and suffering, 
are now published, as the humble offering to the 
Good Cause of one who can help it in hardly any 
other way. 

A. K. H. B. 
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TO MY liEADERS. 



Dear Young Friends, I purpose in these Dioramas 
(the Pictures of which are painted with words) to 
bring before you events in the lives of some ^ood 
and great men and women ; to sliow you, that in 
every profession God can be glorified, that in all 
places and circumstances the faithful servant will 
find work to do in his Master's vineyard. May th 
blessing of God rest on my endeavours to luak 
these Dioramas profitable to you. 

** Oh I though oft depressed and lonely. 
AU my fears are laid aside, 
If I but remember only, 
Such as theae have lived and died." 



Edinbubob, January 1, 18G3. 



LABOURERS IN THE VINEYARD. 



SDj^ie (ICj^rblxan "^HBiat. 



PICTUBE FIRST 

Bepresents a mountainous scene. High rocks 
on every side close in a secluded village, the 
houses of which have a quaint rustic appear- 
ance, being built of large rough pine trees, 
piled one above another, and are several stories 
high. Snow is falling thickly, and the ground 
is covered several feet deep with it. Very wild 
and dreary everything appears in this rock 
bound region, with the long range of high 
mountains which shut it in. 

Turn your attention to yon solitary figure, 
toiling with difficulty up the rocky ascent to 

B 
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the village. The snow drifts in his face, every 
step he takes he sinks deep in it; but, un- 
daunted, he pursues his way. He looks young, 
and his appearance tells at once that he is 
none of the usual inhabitants of the mountain 
hamlet. He wears a thick, dark, woollen 
cloak, in his hand he grasps a staff, which 
helps him up the steep ascent, and across his 
shoulder he carries a wallet, or large bag. 

Look at him, ere I tell you his name. Very 
cold he looks ; but that intelligent face, with its 
clear eye and resolute expression, is not one to 
be soon forgotten. Who can he be ? * Perhaps 
a stranger passing through this village on his 
way home ; or a traveller led by curiosity, or 
by the love of wild scenery, to visit this dreary 
spot ? No, he is neither of these, but simply 
the pastor, or minister, of some mountain 
villages in the south-east of France, and his 
name is Felix Neff. 

Before telling where he is going, I shall 
give you a short sketch of his life. 

Bom in the year 1798, in a village near 
Geneva, Felix Neff was piously brought up by 
his widow mother, herself an earnest Christian. 
As a boy, his great delight was in wandering 



THE CHRISTIAN PASTOR. 11 

about amongst the lofty mountains near which 
he lived. Even when he was young, his great 
delight was in imagining that he would be of 
some use in the world, either by performing 
some wonderful deed as a soldier, or by mak- 
ing some new discovery in science. But when 
he became of an age to gain his own liveli- 
hood, he went as a workman in a nursery gar- 
den. And although, perhaps, at the time, the 
work was not the kind he would have chosen, 
except from necessity, yet, in after years, he 
had reason to be glad that he learned to work 
in the nursery garden. 

Dear young friends, never forget that the 
true way to be useful is to do the work that 
lies nearest to you, being assured that it is 
only by so doing that you can be prepared for 
future, and, it may be, higher usefulness. If 
we would really work for God, we must do the 
work He appoints us, not that which we would 
prefer ourselves. 

After remaining two years working as a 
florist, Felix became a soldier in the service 
of Gteneva, when he was seventeen years old. 
He became an excellent soldier, but, above all 
things, a devoted soldier of the Cross of Christ. 
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His piety became so marked, that many of his 
friends earnestly urged him to leave the army 
and enter the church. This being so much 
according to his own wishes, after asking as- 
sistance from God, he followed their advice, 
and prepared for the ministry. 

Very earnestly did he study, above all things, 
the word of God. His memory was remarkably 
good, and he committed long parts of the Bible 
to heart. 

Ah I it is indeed a good thing to have the 
word of God hid within one's heart, so that, in 
times of difficulty or trial, a portion or a text 
of it brought to our minds by the Holy Spirit, 
may help us in performing a duty, or in pati- 
ently bearing a trial. Dear young friends, 
may your minds be early filled with the words 
of Jesus. 

For four years Felix Neff was a catechist to 
various churches, and at Mens, in particular, 
he was the means of leading many souls to 
Jesus. He then went to England, and was 
ordained in a chapel in London. 

Upon his return to his native country, to 
his gTeat joy, he was made the pastor of 
eighteen villages situated in the High Alps, 
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in Dauphin^. The inhabitants of these vil- 
lages were very poor and ignorant in many 
ways, bnt the word of God was prized by 
them, and they were most anxious to get a 
minister to reside amongst them. 

I would like to tell you a little about these 
I>eople. 

You know a little, at any rate, of the dif- 
ference between Roman Catholics and Pro- 
testants, — ^how the Roman Catholics worship 
Christ only through the Virgin Mary and the 
saints, believing that a priest has power to 
pardon sin, and that the Pope is the head of 
the Church, and therefore they are bound to 
obey his commands ; whilst — the most deadly 
error of all — ^the Bible is permitted to be read 
by nobody but the priests, who only read to 
the people portions which they think suitable 
for them. 

Now, the Protestants, who are permitted to 
read God's holy word for themselves, see there 
that God will not be worshipped through 
saints, and that, as the Virgin Mary owes her 
own salvation to the death of Christ, she can- 
not, therefore, save others. They read that 
no man has power to forgive sins save Jesus 
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only. They acknowledge no head to their 
Church save Jesus Christ. 

Now, at a time before the Eeformation, when 
the Koman Catholic religion was professed by 
all Christian nations, and the holy word of God 
was darkened by wicked men, far away among 
the high mountains and deep valleys of Dau- 
phin6, there dwelt a people who were truly 
Protestants, hating the errors of the Koman 
Catholic Church, and prizing the word of God 
above all man's teaching. 

In the year 1488 the Pope, enraged at hear- 
ing that they would not believe that he was 
the head of the Church, sent an army against 
them, with orders to put all to death who would 
not become members of the Koman Catholic 
Church. They defended themselves as best 
they could, determined rather to die than give 
up the word of God, and put their trust in the 
teaching of man ; but the force sent against 
them was a large one, and 3000' of the inhabi- 
tants were put to death — ^the rest only escaping 
by taking refuge in the caves of the mountains, 
where their enemies could not find them. 
Again and again were they persecuted, and 
many put to death, but still a remnant was 
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left ; and it was to the descendants of these 
people that, in better days, when the Protes- 
tants were allowed to worship Grod as they 
pleased, Felix Neff was appointed a pastor 
among them. 

It was with a rejoicing heart that he found 
himself settled in a little cottage at La Ohalp. 
True, he had none of the luxuries, hardly the 
necessaries, of life, and his new house was a 
very humble one ; but he cared not for these 
things ; his one desire was to preach Christ to 
his poor ignorant flock, who had been so long 
neglected. It was often very difficult to go 
from one village to another, from the snow 
lying so deep, and the constant fall of ava- 
lanches from the high mountains; but in spite 
of these dangers Felix Neff forced his way to 
preach Jesus to the people. 

Look at him as he toils up the rocky steep 
to yon village. He is on his way to preach 
there for the first time ; he is sure to be wel- 
come, for all are eager to see and hear their 
young pastor; and he, too, in his eagerness 
to see his people, and speak to them of the 
Saviour he loves so much, heeds not the bit- 
ing wind nor the drifting snow. True, the 
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road was very steep, and the day very cold ; 
but what signify these things, if only he is 
made the means of leading one immortal soul 
to Christ. The village is St Veran, and the 
houses there are much better than in most of 
the other villages, where they are often com- 
posed of stones and mud, one-half of them 
being a kitchen, and the other a stable, in 
which the inmates often live entirely during 
the winter. 

In this Picture I have introduced you to 
Felix Neff, and the scenes of his labours. "We 
will see and hear more of him in our Diorama; 
but see, the canvass is moving. 

My young friends, don't you think Neff had 
learned of Him who came into the world not 
to be ** ministered unto, but to minister," and 
who, to save souls, laid down His life on the 
cross ? 



PICTUEE SECOND 

Shows us the interior of a village schoolroom. 
It is a very humble one, though clean and 
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neat. The desks and benches, on which the 
scholars are seated, are composed of rough 
wood, and the only chair in the room wears a 
very home-made rustic appearance. 

A few maps and small books lie on the desks, 
but we look in vain for slates ; and see, what 
is that which a person, evidently the master 
of the school, holds in his hand? It is a large 
wooden ball, with a hole through it, which is 
moving on its axis, and on it there are several 
circles. Ah 1 it is a globe. What a curious 
one it is! Would you like to learn your lesson 
on such a one ? At all events, the scholars 
appear very attentive as the master points to 
the circles. 

Look at the master, and tell me if you re- 
cognise in him the young pastor Felix Neff, 
whom we saw in our last Picture. Yes, it is 
he, busy teaching a village school. 

Do you think that is strange work for a min- 
ister ? Well, in our own favoured land, amply 
supplied with schools and schoolmasters, it 
woidd be so ; but Neff found that the work 
was a very necessary one in his neglected 
parish. Great was his distress on discovering 

the ignorance of his flock, particularly in some 

c 
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of the valleys. True, he found a few school- 
masters, but they themselves knew nothing, 
and could hardly teach the children even to 
read; then, again, the parents did not care 
about their children going to school, and al- 
ways took them away to work in the fields. 

Seeing all this, Neff resolved to teach a school 
himself, chiefly for young men who were in- 
tending to become teachers, and thus, by fitting 
them to teach, he saw, by God's blessing, he 
might do a great deal of good in the villages. 
And you may be sure he would seek, above all 
things, to do good to their immortal souls, and 
teach them to read and understand the word 
of God — that word which their forefathers had 
prized so much, that in case it should be taken 
from them by their cruel enemies, a number 
of them had agreed to commit to memory the 
whole Bible, one taking one book, and another 
another, so that even if they were compelled 
to give up their precious Bibles, they could, 
from memory, teach their neighbours and 
children its blessed words. 

Dear young friends, do you prize your Bible 
as much as these poor people did? or are there 
not many of you who often allow days to pass 
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without studying it ? Ah! if you have really 
learned to love God as your Father, and Christ 
as your Saviour, you will love daily to read 
His word, asking the Holy Spirit to teach you 
to understand it. 

Neff resolved that his school should be in 
Dormilleuse, one of the poorest villages in his 
parish, but one in which there lived a great 
many very pious people. Here, then, he re- 
solved to take up his abode during the long 
winter months, leaving his little cottage at 
La Chalp. 

True, the change was for the worse, for 
Dormilleuse is very high up amongst the 
mountains, and during winter is blocked up 
with snow, often making it impossible to get 
out of doors, whilst the high rocks are covered 
with glaciers, and large avalanches constantly 
threaten to overwhelm the little village. 

It was to this place, then, that Neff invited 
the young men from the other villages to come 
and reside during the winter, and attend his 
school. He was in hopes that, besides earthly 
knowledge, they would get good to their souls 
by dwelling among the good people of Dormil- 
leuse. 
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At first he began his humble school in a 
stable 1 but this he found would not do ; the 
snow oozed through the roof, and came drip- 
ping down on them; then the kids and fowls 
peeped in at the door to see what was going 
on in their dwelling, and distracted the atten- 
tion of the pupils ; and no wonder, I think it 
would not be easy either to teach or learn 
with kids and fowls jumping about. 

Neff then resolved they should build a 
schoolroom for themselves. At this proposal 
all were amazed, and many objections urged; 
but he succeeded in getting the people of the 
village to help them, and promised to show 
them how to do everything himself. He chose 
the spot, measured it, levelled it, and then 
taking the workers to the spot where the 
stones were, he took up the largest one himself, 
and carried it up the very steep ascent to the 
village. The others followed his example, 
ashamed to be idle when they saw how busily 
their pastor worked, and ere long the school- 
room was finished. It is the interior of it 
we see in our Picture. Neff also got a young 
man to assist him, who was well educated, 
called Ferdinand Martin, in order that he 
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might get away at times to preach in the 
other villages. 

Look how qtiiet and attentive the scholars 
api>ear — there are about twenty-eight young 
men. Some are listening to the master, as he 
is giving them a lesson on the globe, which 
he has made himself; others are writing in 
little copy-books, and doing sums in them 
also, for there is not such a thing to be got 
in those parts as a slate. 

Look at Neff. His whole attention is fixed 
on his scholars: he looks cheerful and well: 
and although the work of teaching was not so 
much to his mind as that of preaching, yet 
the feeling that it was his duty, makes him 
reconciled to do so. Ho felt he was not his 
own, but God's, and that, therefore, he must 
not consult his own inclinations, but do that 
which was most likely to glorify God. 

The little school got on well, and during all 
the cold winter months the young men re- 
mained at Dormilleuse. Very bleak it was 
amongst those high mountains covered with 
snow; no green spot visible; the rocks, over 
which. In summer, there dashed beautiful 
waterfalls, were now one sheet of ice, and the 
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deep silence was broken only by the distant 
howling of wolves or the fall of avalanches ; 
yet, in spite of the dreariness of the situation, 
Neff loved the lonely village, for there dwelt 
many of God's " hidden ones," ignorant in all 
things that belong to this life, but wise in the 
things of eternity, with a burning love to 
Christ in their hearts. 

The scholars all became much attached to 
their pastor master, and he, ere long, rejoiced 
in the assurance that of several of them he 
could say, they were bom again. Once wild 
and untractable, they were now sitting at the 
feet of Jesus, and learning of Him. Several 
of them became very useful in their own 
villages, by conducting Sunday schools, and 
teaching their scholars as they had been taught 
themselves. 

Dear young friends, never forget that the 
work God gives you to do whilst you are 
young, is, by great attention to your lessons, 
to store up in your minds useful knowledge, 
which, in after life. He may call on you to use 
for His glory. Above all things, may you now 
be increasing in the knowledge of Christ Jesus, 
which the Holy Spirit alone can teach you. 
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Ere our Picture disappears, I must tell you 
about a supper party which was given to the 
scholars the night before they went home for 
the summer, by their friends in the village. 
You may be sure the pastor was also asked ; and 
a very pleasant evening they passed. I won- 
der whether you young people would have liked 
the supper, which consisted of salted chamois, 
dried marmot, and boar's ham I and the rye 
bread which they used was so hard, that it had 
to be cut in pieces with a hatchet and steeped 
in water before using it. Well, perhaps it 
might not have been much to your taste ; but 
these simple mountaineers, I can assure you, 
thought it a great feast, and were as happy as 
possible. 

One of the young men made the remark, 
" It is not likely that we shall all meet to- 
gether again.'' Upon his saying this Felix 
Neff rose up and addressed the party, remind- 
ing them, that, although they might never all 
meet in this world, yet it would be their own 
blame if they did not all meet in heaven ; 
entreating them to remember the Christian 
teaching they had received, and to abound in 
the work of the Lord. He then solemnly 
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blessed them all, and, after some minutes of 
silence, they parted. 



PICTUEE THIED. 

Before us we see a beautiful landscape. In 
the distance is a picturesque little village, 
overhung by high rocks, built on the banks 
of a roaring torrent, and at the entrance to a 
beautiful valley. Near us we see a rustic- 
looking bridge, and beyond it a beautiful 
waterfall dashes from the high rocks down 
into a dark abyss. 

It is a bright summer day: the rocks stand 
clearly out against an almost cloudless sky ; 
the sun lights up the larch trees, which wave 
their branches high above the village, and its 
bright beams play on the dashing waters of 
the cascade, till each drop looks like a glister- 
ing diamond. But although all things wear 
the pleasant look of summer, yonder high 
mountains are capped with snow. It is, in- 
deed, a beautiful scene, and we could look on 
it long ; but we must not pass over the figures 
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in th^ foreground, which impart life and spirit 
to the landscape. 

Standing near the bridge are three people; 
the centre one of them we at once recognise 
as our friend Felix Neff. His companions are 
a young woman and young man. 

Neff is looking earnestly at a little shep- 
herdess, who is rushing breathlessly towards 
him, driving her little flock in front of her. 
She is evidently much pleased at the sight of 
the young pastor, for it is on him that her 
eyes are fixed, and towards him that she is 
running. She is a very pleasing looking girl, 
of about twelve years of age. I shall explain 
the Picture, and tell you some more about 
the young shepherdess. 

The village is that of Palons, one of the pret- 
tiest in Neff's parish. Its situation is not nearly 
so mountainous as that of St Veran and Dor- 
milleuse, which we have seen in our former 
Pictures ; but the great difference between this 
part of his charge and the more mountainous 
one was, that here, and in the villages near, 
many were Koman Catholics, whilst in the 
villages high up the mountains no one was so. 

Some time before the event we are describ- 

D 
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ing, when Neff was walking along on his way 
to Palons, he accosted the little shepherdess 
of our Picture, and was much surprised by the 
way in which she answered his questions. She 
told him that her name was Mariette Guyon ; 
that she lived with her grandfather and grand- 
mother in a hamlet close by ; adding, that they 
were Koman Catholics. Then she begged 
Neff to tell her something of the gospel, and 
seemed very earnestly to desire to know the 
truth. 

When Neff asked her if she could read, she 
cried bitterly, saying, " No, not one word. Oh, 
I wish they would let me go to the Sunday 
school, but they will not I" 

The kind pastor was much interested in the 
girl, and talked long with her, and discovered 
that she knew the difference between the two 
Churches, and was most anxious to attend the 
Protestant one ; but her friends would not 
allow her, beating her cruelly when she en- 
treated to be allowed to go to the Sunday 
school. 

But her anxiety to learn more about gospel 
truth was so great, that, when she was tending 
her flock, she stopped every person that passed, 
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and inquired where he came from. If she 
found he came from a Protestant village, she 
begged him to tell her about the Bible ; and in 
this way she attained some little knowledge, 
treasuring up the words she heard, and repeat- 
ing them over and over till she knew them by 
heart. 

My young friends, do you care as much 
about your Bibles, and love Jesus as much as 
this little girl ? You have many many more 
opportunities of learning about Him than she 
had. You have your Bible, which you may 
study as much and as often as you like. You 
can go Sabbath after Sabbath to the house of 
God, and hear of Christ and Him crucified. 
Oh remember, that to " whom much is given, of 
them shall much be required." The little 
shepherdess was in earnest about her soul. 
She felt her own sinfulness, and need of a 
Saviour, and having heard of Jesus as such, 
she could get no rest till she learned more of 
Him ; not content only with the little scraps 
the priests read about Him, but thirsting to 
read for herself the whole message of God to 
man. Dear young friends, be earnest to be 
saved. Delay not a day or an hour in fleeing 
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to Jesus. He will be your Shepherd and your 
Guide all through life, if only you go and ask 
Him to be so. 

But I must tell you some more about Mari- 
ette. After Neff saw her he went to her father, 
and begged of him to allow her to attend the 
Sunday school. But the father would not 
consent, and tried, by all means in his power, 
to turn the child from her desire to join the 
Protestant Church. The child, however, stood 
firm, and matters continued thus till the scene 
in our Picture took place. 

As Neff was on his way to Palons, some 
months after the time he first met Mariette, 
and was watching with two of his people the 
sparkling waters of the cascade, he saw the 
little shepherdess running towards him. See 
how glad she looks at meeting him once more, 
and he, on his part, seems as pleased. He 
asked one of his companions, a Madeline Pel- 
legrine, to watch the lambs for a short time, 
and, taking the young girl aside, conversed 
with her. 

She told him meekly and humbly all she 
had suffered during the winter — how she had 
been ill-used and beaten for the sake of Christ; 
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but that God had helped her not to yield. 
She told him also that she had become ac- 
quainted with another young shepherdess who 
attended the Sunday school, and from her she 
had learned verses of the Psalms and passages 
of the New Testament. Neff was amazed at 
the child's knowledge, knowing she could not 
even say the letters of the alphabet ; but saw 
plainly that she was being taught by the Holy 
Spirit. 

Soon after this meeting Mariette gained 
courage to attend the Protestant Church, and 
then went and told her father she had done 
BO. She went, trembling and afraid ; but God, 
who watched over and loved the shepherd 
girl, had softened the heart of the father. He 
received her kindly, and took her back to her 
grandfather's, and desired her to be allowed 
to worship God as she pleased. 

Soon afterwards some Protestant friends 
took her to live with them, and educated her, 
and she grew up an earnest, pious Christian. 
Truly she delighted herself in the Lord, and 
He gave her the desire of her heart, even an 
increased knowledge of Himself as her recon- 
ciled Father in Christ. 
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PICTUEE FOUETH. 

In a neat, cheerful looking room, we see several 
people grouped round a sickbed, on whicH lies 
a young man. Pale, and very thin, he looks; 
but a bright happy smile plays round his lips, 
and a gleam of pleasure lights up his large 
expressive eyes, called forth apparently by the 
contents of the letter he holds in his hand. 

Two young men stand at the foot of the bed, 
their eyes fixed with a look of fond affection 
on the invalid ; and seated close by is an old 
woman. She seems very sad, and her eyes 
are filled with tears; her hand rests lightly on 
the forehead of the sick man, who, from the 
resemblance he bears to her, we think must 
be her son. But who is he? In yonder pale 
dying man, can you recognise the hardy young 
pastor, Felix Neff ? 

Yes, it is he, stretched on a bed of death, at 
the early age of thirty-one. Devotedly had 
he worked in his mountainous parish,^ regard- 
ing neither weather nor fatigue, in order to 
preach Christ to his people ; and besides the 
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work of preaching, we have seen how he 
laboured at his school and otherwise. Dearly 
was he loved by his people ; and when it was 
known he was coming to preach at any par- 
ticular village, the children used to go to the 
top of the high rocks, from whence they could 
see him approach, and, at the first sight of him 
in the distance, bound off to meet him, each 
one eager to be first, in order to invite him 
to come and dine, and sleep in their parents' 
cottage. 

But all this was not to last long. The peo- 
ple saw with dismay that the health of their 
beloved pastor was failing. The hard work 
and the coarse food had brought on a danger- 
ous complaint. Long he struggled against it, 
but in vain. He soon saw it was the will of 
God that he should leave his people, and be- 
ing urged to try change of air, he consented, 
with a sad heart, to go, though not without a 
lingering hope of returning. 

But God willed otherwise. The work Neff 
had been appointed to do on earth was done; 
and now, after a time of severe suffering, in 
which he could glorify Him, by showing how 
able He is to comfort and support His people 
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at all times, God was to take him away, to be 
for ever with Himself, and join in that song 
which the redeemed in glory love to sing to 
their Lord and Saviour, " Worthy is the Lamb 
that was slain to receive power, and riches, 
and wisdom, and strength, and honour, and 
glory, and blessing." 

Look once more. How calm and cheerful 
he appears! He is at his home in Geneva. 
From his window he can see the calm waters 
of the beautiful Lake, and watch the rosy 
hues of the setting sun. Friends are around 
him, and his beloved mother watches by his 
sickbed. Much does he prize all these bless- 
ings ; but it is none of these things that have 
called forth the grateful beaming smile of 
holy pleasure which now lights up his face. 
It is the letter he is reading which has done 
so ; and it is one from his beloved people in 
the High Alps to their dying pastor. 

Ah ! they are still very dear to him, and 
their simple expressions of gratitude and love 
towards him fill his heart with pleasure. 
Several times had he written to them letters 
full of love and holy advice, concluding with 
an earnest entreaty to them to abide in Christ, 
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and telling them how wonderfully God sup- 
ported him in his time of suflEering. 

The letter from his people was full of their 
great love to him, and gratitude for all he had 
done in leading them to the Saviour. Every 
family in his parish joined in sending him 
the kindest messages and wishes. Neff wrote 
once more to them, after receiving this letter, 
but his strength was failing fast, and the lines 
were few; but it concluded with the words, 
" I ascend to our Father in entire peace. Vic- 
tory! Victory! through Jesus Christ." 

Soon after this he fell asleep in Jesus. 
" Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord: 
Yea, saith the Spirit, they rest from their 
labours; and their works do follow them." 

My young friends, don't you think that 
Neff was indeed a faithful labourer in the 
vineyard of the Lord Jesus? His life was 
a short one, but surely it was not spent in 
vain. Oh! it is the noblest of all lives, to 
live to win souls to Christ; yet do not forget 
the solemn truth, that it is not works that 
can save your souls: it is to the death of 
Christ that you owe your salvation. Nothing 
that any one in the world can do could ever 

E 
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wash away one sin, or obtain for them admit- 
tance into heaven. No! the blood of Christ 
alone can do that. Neff worked, not to win 
salvation, but to show his love to Christ; and 
so will all who really love the Lord Jesus. 

Ere our Picture, with its solemn lessons, 
passes away, let me ask you. Do you love 
Jesus yourselves? and if so, are you working 
in His vineyard, and trying in little things 
to serve Him? 

Eemember, there are many different kinds 
of work to be done in a vineyard. There are 
vines to be planted, and vines to be pruned, 
which require skilful hands to do; but there 
are also stones to be removed, to prepare the 
ground for the reception of the plants; and 
every one can do that, if they will only try. 
You cannot all be like Neff, but you can, 
every one of you, in your different callings, 
live so as to glorify God. 



Slj^je ^issbnarg Cj^aplain^ 



PICTUKE FIKST. 

A NUMBER of ships in full sail are before us. 
The sea, through which they plough their way, 
is calm ; the bright darting sunbeams sparkle 
on the waters, and light up the spires of a 
town, and the hills seen in the distance. 

Look at the large ship nearest to us. Its 
passengers are all collected on deck, appar- 
ently listening to a young man, who is ad- 
dressing them earnestly. He is directing the 
attention of his hearers to the fast receding 
hills. His countenance is very solemn, and his 
eyes are filled mth tears, which he, in vain, 
endeavours to repress. By his dress we see he 
is a clergyman. "Who is he, and whither is he 
bound? He is Henry Martyn, a truly great 
and faithful labourer in the Lord's vineyard. 
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Ere I explain the subject of our Picture, I 
will give you a short account of his life. 

He was born in the town of Truro, in Corn- 
wall, in the year 1781. His father had at one 
time been a miner, but being naturally clever, 
and very anxious to gain knowledge, he de- 
voted all his spare time to study, and taught 
himself arithmetic ; and in the end was made 
a clerk in a merchant's office. Henry had one 
brother and two sisters. At the age of seven 
he went to the grammar school in Truro, where 
it soon became evident that his abilities were 
great. Indeed, learning lessons seemed to 
give him no trouble whatever. At the age 
of sixteen he went to Cambridge, where he - 

obtained, before he was twenty, the highest d 
honour it can give, that of being made Senior 
Wrangler. 

Up to the age of eighteen it could -not be 
said of Henry Martyti that he was bom again; 
the world, and the things of the world, filled 
his heart. His greatest pleasure was in study, 
but, alas, the study of the Book of life was 
neglected. He was very anxious to obtain 
praise of men, but cared not for the praise of 
God. He forgot to pray for himself; but there 
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was one who prayed for him, and who, ere 
long, obtained an answer. It was his youngest 
sister. Loving Jesus herself, she longed to 
see her beloved brother sitting at His feet, and 
using all his talents to promote His glory. 
She prayed for him, she spoke to him, she en- 
treated him to go to Jesus, but in vain. He 
promised to read the Bible with attention, but 
when he returned to college he found he had 
no time to do so. 

No time to seek the salvation of his ever- 
lasting soul! My young friends, beware of 
saying you have no time to seek God. Make 
time to do so. Take it from your pleasure or 
from your sleep ; but, oh I whatever you do, 
get time to seek and to serve God. 

But whilst Henry was thus forgetful of God, 
God was not forgetful of him. Those talents, 
that deep learning, God's own gifts, were to 
be consecrated to His glory. Kindness had 
failed ; sorrow was to be tried : the wandering 
sheep must be brought back to the fold of the 
good Shepherd. 

In the month of January 1800 a letter was 
put into the hands of the young student, — 
it was from his brother, telling of the sud- 
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den death of his father. Deeply did Henry 
mourn over the death of his earthly father, 
whom he had dearly loved. He could hardly 
believe he should see and haar him no more 
on earth. Unable to attend to his studies, 
finding no comfort in books, he opened his 
neglected Bible. He read, the Holy Spirit 
blessed the reading, and ere long the once 
high-minded, self-seeking youth, was sitting, 
like Mary of old, at the feet of Jesus, learning 
of Him. 

You can easily imagine the joy of his sister 
on hearing of the great change which had 
taken place in her brother ; she could surely 
see in it an answer to prayer. Yes ! Jesus had 
been true to His promise — " All things what- 
soever ye shall ask in prayer, believing, ye 
shall receive." The prayer of faith will never 
be left imanswered. 

My young friends, pray earnestly — you 
cannot tell what good even your prayers may 
do. 

Many were Heory's temptations, but by the 
grace of Grod he overcame them all, and ere 
long could write to* his sister that his most 
happy joyous times were spent in prayer — 
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that he could now rejoice in Jesus as his ovm 
Saviour. 

At the age of twenty-one, two years after 
his conversion, he became very desirous of 
going as a missionary to the heathen, to tell 
them of that blessed Saviour who was now so 
dear to his own soul. No opening occurring 
at the time, he became a minister of the Church 
of England, and acted for some time as assist- 
ant to the Eev. C. Simeon at Cambridge. At 
last his desire was granted. He was made a 
chaplain to the East India Company, and, after 
a painful parting from all those dearest to him 
in life, he set sail in the " Union, East India- 
man," along with a number of other ships. 

A beautiful and touching scene lies before 
us. The day is Sunday, the 11th of August 
1805. The voyage is just begun. The hills 
of old England will soon be lost to sight. 
Deep grief fills the heart of the young min- 
ister. Very dear to him were many in that 
much loved country. Great honours might 
have been his portion there, but he had given 
up aU for Christ. He knows that many trials 
await him; that difficulties would meet him 
at every step ; but his trust is in the Lord, 
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and lie knows He will never leave nor for- 
sake him. There he stands, suppressing the 
grief in his heart. He has assembled the 
people on deck to worship God, and chooses 
for his text the words, "But now they desire a 
better country, that is, an heavenly: wherefore 
God is not ashamed to be called their God 
for he hath prepared for them a city." — Heb. 
xi. 16. Look at him as he directs their atten- 
tion to the distant hills. He is reminding them 
that these hills will soon disappear, and that 
they may be bidding them adieu for ever ; 
urging them to seek for a portion in that better 
country .where partings are unknown ; where 
the Lamb shall lead His redeemed people to 
fountains of living water, and from which 
they should go no more out. 

But see, our Picture is disappearing. The 
ship is sailing steadily on its appointed course, 
and when we again see the young chaplain it 
will be in the land of the heathen, and beneath 
the sultry Indian skies, where he has a work 
to do for which many a heathen will yet bless 
his name. 
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PICTUEE SECOND 

Shows us a room in an Indian bungalow, as 
they call some of the houses in India. Thick 
blinds cover the windows, and keep out as 
much as possible the light of the burning sun. 
In the centre of the room, fixed to the roof, 
is something which looks like a large fan, and 
is moved quickly by strings ; but we do not 
see the person who puUs them. It is called 
a punkah, and is used in the hot weather to 
move the air in the room, and cool it. Could 
we look outside, we would see a black servant 
pulling the strings. 

Sitting at a table covered with books and 
papers is a young man ; before him is his 
desk, on which lies many sheets of paper 
covered with writing. A pen lies on the 
table, as if lately used ; but the young man 
is not writing now. His hand rests on the 
paper, but his eyes are diverted upwards ; an 
expression of gratitude is on his face, and he 
looks like one who is holding communion with 
his God. 
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It is thus that we again see the young 
chaplain, Henry Martyn. Two years have 
passed since he entered the land of the heathen : 
he has met with many difficulties, but he has 
laboured faithfully. Even those who pro- 
fessed to be his friends looked coldly on his 
work ; but still he persevered. He looked at 
the thousands of heathen around him, Hving 
and dying without the knowledge of a Savi- 
our, and he longed to be able to tell them of 
One who was able and willing to save; but 
ere he could do this he had to study hard, to 
be able to address them in their own language. 
Above all things, he saw the great importance 
of getting the Bible translated into Hindo- 
stanee, that the natives might be able to read 
the word of God for themselves ; and to the 
great work of doing so he applied himself. 

You can hardly understand the difficulty of 
such a work, my young friends. Not only 
was the translation of itself a very difficult 
undertaking ; but in that country the exces- 
sive heat makes one feel so languid and weary, 
that close study and deep thought are far more 
wearing out than in our cooler country. 

Nor did Henry neglect his other work. He 
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was stationed at Dinapore, a town in the Pre- 
sidency of Bengal, on the right bank of the 
river Ganges, and there he did the full work 
of a minister — ^preaching three times on Sun- 
day, and on week days superintending the 
native school, visiting his people, the sick in 
the hospital, and holding meetings in his own 
house for the soldiers, or any one who chose 
to attend. 

Truly he lived for God : he felt he was not 
"his own," but "bought with a price." He 
had given himself wholly to God, and he de- 
sired only to do His will; and followed the 
example of the Lord Jesus, who pleased not 
Himself. 

Look at him as he is presented to us in our 
Picture. It represents him in a very impor- 
tant moment of his life. He has just finished 
the translation of the New Testament into 
Hindostanee. It is the month of March 1808, 
the heat is dreadful, and, were the punkah to 
cease playing for a moment, would be unbear- 
able. Most of the Europeans in Dinapore are 
reclining on couches, half asleep ; but Henry 
has toiled on at his great work, unmindful of 
heat and weariness. The thought of the souls 
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of the perishing heathen fiUs his heart, and 
a voice seems sounding in his ears — " Work 
whilst it is called to-day : the night cometh, 
when no man can work." And now that he 
has accomplished a most important part of 
his work, he knows that, in their own lan- 
guage, the heathen around him can read of the 
Saviour — of Him who laid down His life on 
the cross to save a guilty world, dying the 
death they deserved to die, and offering a 
free salvation to all people of all nations, who 
believe on Him by faith, and who seek for 
pardon through His shed blood. 

No wonder that his heart is filled with joy 
at the thought, and that he is looking up with 
a grateful smile, thanking his God for having 
enabled him to perform his work. 



PICTUEE THIED. 



Once again Henry Martyn is before us. He is 
standing preaching, but it is not in a church. 
The only dome over his head is the cloudless, 
deep, deep blue sky. A strange crowd of people 
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are around him,^-how ragged and miserable 
they appear! — and they are all natives. Yes I 
the young missionary has now obtained his 
greatest ambition. He is able to preach to 
the poor heathen in their own tongue, and 
tell them of the true God, and the Saviour. 

He is no longer in Dinapore, where we saw 
him last, but much further north — in the town 
of Cawnpore ; that town, the very mention of 
which now sends a shudder through every 
British heart, as having been the scene of the 
bloody massacre in the late Indian rebellion. 
Here Henry laboured as he had done at Dina- 
pore ; but now he had begun his great work 
of preaching in the open air to the native 
beggars. 

Look at him. How earnest he seems I and 
at all events, he has succeeded in fixing the 
attention of his hearers, for their wild black 
eyes are fixed on him, and they appear Usten- 
ing attentively to his address. But there 
seems a great change in the appearance of the 
young preacher since we saw him in our last 
Picture. Nearly two years have passed since 
then, and the hot climate and incessant toil 
have evidently told much on his health. He 
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looks pale, very pale, and ill ; and we fear, as 
we look at him, that his life will not be a long 
one; that disease has already taken hold of 
him. Ah ! it is even so, and he himself is 
aware of it ; yet still he toils on, all the more 
anxious to preach Christ whilst he can. 

Listen, and I shall tell you some of the 
things he is telling the beggars. He is tell- 
ing them that it always gives him great plea- 
sure to give them money to supply their wants, 
but he is still more desirous to give them 
eternal riches, even the knowledge of the true 
God, which was to be found in God's own 
word. Then he showed them the book of 
Genesis written in Hindostanee, and read to 
them the story of the creation ; then he 
stopped and asked them, " Who is God?" 

Now, the poor heathen worshipped many 
false gods. Some bowed down to the sun as 
god, others to the moon, and all believed the 
Indian river, the Ganges, was a good, great god, 
and worshipped it, and thought that if they 
washed in its waters they would be made holy. 

Henry told them that the sun, the moon, 
and the river Ganges, were all made by the 
great God, and that, therefore, it followed 
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they could not be gods. He spoke so simply 
to them that they were able to follow him 
easily. One day he told them about Sodom 
and Gomorrah, and how the people in them 
were destroyed because of their wickedness ; 
then, stopping short, he turned to the people, 
and solemnly asked them, " Have you turned 
from your sins ?" 

The natives loved to hear him preach, and 
sometimes as many as eight hundred would 
come to hear him. We read of his baptising 
one poor old Hindoo woman, who had been 
brought to love and trust in Jesus ; but the real 
fruit of his labours will not be known till the 
last day. Certain we may be that it was not 
in vain, and that God was true to the promise, 
" My word shall not return unto Me void, but 
shall accomplish that whereunto I have sent 
it." 

Whilst at Cawnpore, Henry received the 
news of his youngest sister's death — that sister 
to whom he owed so much. Deeply did he 
feel the loss; but he felt that his loss was her 
gain. She had long been prepared for death, 
resting her hopes of salvation entirely upon 
Christ's finished work. 
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It soon became painfully evident that 
Henry was overworking himself, and that rest 
and change must be had ; and being at this 
time busily occupied in translating the New 
Testament into Persian, he was persuaded to 
travel for a while in Arabia and Persia, and 
thus obtain some rest, and yet carry on his 
work of translating. His friends in Cawnpore 
were very sorry to part from their loved 
minister, but they saw it was the will of God 
that he should go ; and in the month of Sep- 
tember 1810 he left, not, however, till he had 
once more preached to the natives, telling 
them of Christ's life, and death, and resurrec- 
tion ; bidding them remember that the word 
of life had been preached to them, and exhort- 
ing them to flee to Jesus. 

Look at him once more, ere the Picture 
passes away. See how anxious he is to win 
souls ; and let the lesson of the Picture be 
this — ^Whilst you pity those poor ignorant 
heathen, who are content to fall down and 
worship a river or a stone, stop and ask your- 
self, if you are really so much better than they 
are? Is there nothing that you love more 
than God? If so, remember, that thing, what- 
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ever it is, is your idol I and oli ! cast it from 
you, and give God the chief place in your 
heart, which is the only one He will occupy. 
Kemember, that ** to whom much is given, of 
them shall much be required f and feel very 
grateful for having the word of God, which 
tells you of the Lord Jesus. 



PICTUEE FOUETH 

Shows us the interior of a wretched looking 
room, more like a stable than an abode of 
human beings, and yet it is occupied by men, 
not cattle. Examine it attentively. There is 
no furniture to be seen — no beds, no tables, 
no chairs, but round a large fire several wild 
looking men are seated on the ground. 

At a little distance from them some parcels 
of luggage are carelessly thrown together, and 
between the parcels, with his head resting on 
the damp floor, lies a man asleep. Start not 
as you recognise in the features of the sleeper 
the faithful missionary, Henry Martyn. 

Yes, it is he I but, alas, sadly changed since 

G 
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we saw liim last, preaching to the heathen 
beggars at Cawnpore. Even then he was ill, 
but now death is stamped on every feature, 
although, as we see him, a feverish flush is 
on his face. A year and a-half have passed 
since he left India, and during that time 
he has not been idle. He has translated the 
New Testament into Persian, and presented a 
copy to the king ; and never a day has passed 
without his endeavouring, by argument and 
persuasion, to lead those around him to Christ. 
Much did he long to return to India, but 
his failing health would not admit of it, and 
he applied for leave to return to England for 
a while. Permission was granted, and he set 
off homeward, travelling through Persia in 
his way. He was very lonely aU through this 
journey, having no friend to speak to, and 
none of the comforts which, in his weak state 
of health, he needed so much. Still there 
was one Friend who never left him. His lov- 
ing Saviour was always with him ; and in all 
places Henry held sweet communion with 
Him. At times his heart beat high with joy 
at the hopes of revisiting his beloved home, 
where some dear friends were still left. But 
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God had ordained otherwise ; and Henry soon 
felt that the home to which he was hastening 
was not an earthly one, but the home of his 
Father in heaven, and rejoiced at the prospect 
of so soon beholding Him whom his soul 
loved. 

Look at him, as he sleeps in that wretch- 
ed stable-room, in which, worn out by the 
fatigues of his travels, he has sought refuge. 
The people are unkind and cold to him ; and 
the servant who travels with him pays no at- 
tention to his comfort, hurrying him on from 
place to place, regardless of his weariness, on 
some pretext or another. And even now, his 
entreaties that the fire might be put out have 
proved unavailing; and, with fever burning 
in his body, and his brain feeling as if on fire, 
Henry laid himself down on the damp floor, 
and fell asleep. 

Poor Henry I alone, yet not alone, for " the 
Father was with him." To the eye of sight 
he was lonely indeed, and fain would we have 
seen this faithful servant of God resting his 
aching bones on a bed of down, with kind 
loving friends watching his slumbers, and 
ready to administer to his wants. But we 
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need not pity him. Could we but pull aside 
the veil, the thin veil that hides from us the 
things of another world, we would see that 
he is well attended — Father, Son, and Holy 
Spirit, are around him ; his Saviour's left 
hand being below his head, and "with His 
right arm doth He embrace him,'' whilst in- 
numerable angels stand around, watching the 
slumbers of one who they know will ere long 
be amongst the redeemed in heaven. 

Learn from this Picture the blessedness of 
belonging to Jesus. If you really do belong 
to Him, nothing that happens unto you can 
harm you. You may have sorrow, and grief, 
and trouble in this life ; bit* these things will 
not harm you if the peace of God rule in your 
heart; — ^you may be poor in this world; but 
you know you will be rich in another ; — you 
may be sick and ill in this world; but you 
know that in heaven " the inhabitants shall 
no more say they are sick ;" — and when death 
comes you will not fear; for you know that to 
God's children death is only a welcome mes- 
senger, sent to bear them away to the promised 
land. Oh I come to Jesus now, I entreat you, 
if you have not come before. 



THE MISSIONARY CHAPLAIN. 63 

This wretched room was not, however, to 
be the scene of Henry's deathbed. He died 
six days afterwards, in the town of Tocat, but 
of his death nothing is known. We know 
not if any friend was near, but we know that 
Jesus was, and that, " absent from the body, 
he was present with the Lord.'' 

Was he not, indeed, a faithful labourer in 
God's vineyard ? We do not know how many 
souls he was the means of leading to Jesus, 
but the great importance of his work of trans- 
lation we can fully understand,T— a work for 
which thousands of heathen yet unborn may 
bless his name. 

One fruit ofiJii^reaching has been shown 
since his death. He was the means of lead- 
ing a heathen of the name of Abdool Messeeh 
to Jesus ; and this man became a preacher to 
the' heathen, and was the means of converting 
forty grown up Hindoos and twenty children. 

Now we must bid farewell to the faithful 
missionary. Think how much he had done 
for God, although he had just lived thirty-two 
years. " He did what he could." May it be 
said of you — ^You have done what you could. 



C&^ SJbsbnarg WSixU. 



PICTUEE FIRST 

Bepresents a far different scene from that we 
saw in our last. 

Before us is the interior of a small drawing- 
room, in the town of Salem, Massachusetts, 
in the United States. A marriage party are 
assembled. There, at the head of the room, 
stand the bride and bridegroom. Look at her, 
in her simple bridal dress of spotless white. 
How pretty she is, her sunny brown hair fall- 
ing in flowing ringlets round her beautiful 
face. The marriage ceremony is just over, 
and her soft, thoughtful blue eyes are turned, 
with a look of affection, to him she may now 
call by the loved name of husband. 

One glance at his dress reveals his calling. 
He is a minister of the Lord. His appear- 
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ance is refined and intellectual. The expres-? 
sion of his dark blue eye tells of a fervent, 
high-toned spirit. But one cannot help re- 
marking, with pain, the look of delicacy shown 
by the transparent skin, through which the 
blue veins at the temples are so distinctly 
visible. 

Look once more at the fair bride, for she 
is the principal person in our Picture. Say, 
does she not look fitted to be an ornament to 
society, a comfort to her home and friends ? 
And yet home, country, friends, society, — all 
these things — she hath given up to go to a 
far distant land, and speak to the poor be- 
nighted heathen, who bow the knee to stocks 
and stones, of the true God ; to tell them of 
the Lord Jesus, whose love fills her own heart. 
Great is the love she bears to her own country, 
her father, mother, brother, sister, friends; 
but still greater is her love to perishing souls. 
Great talents have been given to her by God, 
Already, in her own land, she is known as a 
poetess and writer. Many predict great things 
of her. But she has given up all. Her talents 
from henceforth shall be consecrated to the 
service of her Lord and Master; and a few 
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Bhort days after her marriage will find hei:, 
along with her devoted young missionary hus- 
band, sailing away to the East Indies, to pro- 
claim amongst the heathen the unsearchable 
riches of Christ. 

I must now give you a short sketch of her 
life up to the period of our Picture. Sarah 
Hall was bom in the year 1803, at Alstead, 
New Hampshire, United States. She was the 
eldest of thirteen children, and seems from 
her earliest years to have had plenty home 
work to do. As she grew older she taught a 
class of little girls, in order to get money 
enough to pay for her own schooling in the 
after part of the day. She was very fond of 
learning, and stored up in her mind much 
that she found useful in after years. 

She seems early to have had her thoughts 
turned to her God, but it was not till she had 
arrived at the age of sixteen that she could 
be said to have fully yielded her heart to 
her Saviour ; but from that time she was ever 
pressing on " towards the mark for the prize 
of the high calling of God in Christ Jesus.'' 
Very soon her earnest desire was to go and 
tell the heathen of a Saviour. This was 
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a^ work her heart longed for ; but at first no 
way opened up for her to do so. God seemed 
to be saying to her, " Not yet ; not yet. You 
must do the work I give you to do; look 
around, and see what that is/' And she did 
so, and found amongst the poor ignorant ones 
around plenty to. do. Many of her young 
friends looked to her for help in difficulties; 
and every week she agreed to meet them in 
her own room, and there they held a prayer- 
meeting. All this time she never forgot the 
poor heathen; she could, at least, pray for 
them, and for those who were labouring 
amongst them. 

Dear young friends, don't forget to follow 
her example, and pray for the heathen. You 
cannot go and preach to them, but you can 
pray for them, that God would send down the 
Holy Spirit from above to reveal Christ unto 
them. Eemember, that God says in the 
thirty-sixth chapter of Ezekiel, that the new 
heart and the right spirit He is willing — oh, 
how willing I — ^to give ; but it is added in the 
thirty-seventh verse, " I will yet for this be 
enquired of to do it for them.'' Now, the poor 
heathen cannot ask these blessings for them- 

H 
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selves, for they know not their value; but you 
can do it for them — ^you can ask God, for 
Christ's sake, to give them the knowledge of 
the truth. 

When Sarah Hall had reached the age of 
twenty-one, she became acquainted with an 
earnest Christian man, who had lately been 
consecrated as a missionary to the heathen, 
the Eev. George Boardman. The acquaint- 
ance ripened into mutual love, and, in the 
month of July 1826, the event of our Picture 
took place, and Sarah Hall was converted into 
Mrs Boardman, the, missionary's wife. She 
saw in the event the guiding hand of her God. 
At His bidding she had tarried; at His bid- 
ding she now went, with a joyful heart, to the 
work she had so long wished for. 

At first her parents had held back, fearful 
of allowing their loved daughter to enter on a 
course of so many dangers ; but the Lord 
had chosen her to fulfil His purpose, and He 
removed all difficulties. Her parents were 
made willing, and soon after the marriage the 
couple embarked — two more labourers went 
out to work in the vineyard of the Lord ; — 
and when we next see the young wife it will 
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be far from the home of her youth, amongst 
the idolatrous heathen. 



PICTUKE SECOND. 

The scene before us is a schoolroom, but the 
look of the room, the curious attitudes of the 
children, their black curly heads, and tawny 
complexions, along with the graceful palm 
trees seen from the window, all tell that the 
scene is ujider Eastern skies ; that the little 
scholars are not the inhabitants of our own 
favoured land, but the ignorant little ones of 
the benighted heathen. 

Look at that group of little girls, who are 
sitting squatted on mats, learning to sew. 
They seem very earnest about it ; and we 
notice a quick intelligent sparkle in their eyes, 
as they appeal now and then to a lady who 
sits near them, and who is busy teaching a 
very little one. 

Look at the lady. Four years have passed 
since the time you la^t saw her on her mar- 
riage day ; for she is no other than the misr 
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sionar/s wife, Sarah Boardman. She is paler 
and more delicate looking since we saw her 
last, but she is still very pretty ; her fair skin 
and blue eyes forming a great contrast to the 
little black children around her. She is the 
only white person there, for the woman, evi- 
dently a teacher, at the other end of the room, 
is a native also. 

Yes I Mrs Boardman is now engaged in her 
favourite work, teaching the heathen. This 
is her schoolroom! Here she spends many 
hours, teaching the neglected little ones to 
read, sew, and count ; and, above all things, 
telling them of the love of Jesus, and how, 
when He was on earth. He called the little 
ones to Him, and said, " Suffer them to come 
to Me, and forbid them not.'' 

True, many difficulties had lain in the paths 
of Mr and Mrs Boardman since they landed in 
India. At first she had felt as if she could do 
little or nothing amongst so many; whilst the 
impossibility of being of use until the difficul- 
ties of the language were overcome, and the 
obstacles thrown in the way of their settling, 
as they desired, in Burmah, owing to the 
breaking out of a war there, had at first 
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damped the spirit of the young missionaries ; 
but now the work was begun in earnest. They 
were settled in Tavoy ; and Mr Boardman had 
found a great work to do amongst a set of 
people who lived chiefly amongst the neigh- 
bouring hiUs. 

They were called Karens, and were much 
more accessible to the Gospel than the Bur- 
mese, whose hearts were filled with pride ; 
whose haughty priests, whose grand temples, 
and imposing religious ceremonies, all proved 
serious obstacles to their receiving the religion 
of the meek and lowly Jesus. The Karens, 
on the contrary, were a simple people, who 
held the belief of a one god, and who had an 
ancient tradition, that white-faced foreigners 
were to bring them the knowledge of the true 
God. 

Amongst these people, then, the enthusias- 
tic young missionary laboured ; and ere long 
a great blessing rested on his work. He was 
often obliged to leave his young wife for weeks 
alone in the mission-house, whilst he went 
round some of the Karen mountain villages, 
teaching and preaching, often walking miles 
through the lonely jungles ; but wherever he 
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went the villagers crowded to hear him. The 
word of God, the glad tidings of a Saviour, 
were joyfully received, and many were bap- 
tised in the name of the Father, Son, and 
Holy Ghost. 

But fatigue, and exposure to the weather at 
all times, were telling fast on the delicate 
frame of the missionary. The slight figure 
had become slighter, the cheeks more sunken, 
whilst the eyes were brighter, and a deep 
cough had become almost constant; but his 
spirit failed not : he rejoiced in his work : he 
was willing to spend and be spent for the 
cause of Christ. 

Look again at Mrs Boardman, busy amongst 
the little heathen children. Do you know 
that, although she has been in the school- 
house for some time, the sun has not yet risen. 
You would not like either to be taught or 
to teach before sunrise, I am sure; but in 
these hot countries all are early astir, getting 
business done, or exercise taken, before the 
hot sun rises. Could we follow Mrs Board- 
man home, as she leaves the school, we might 
see her met at her own door by a nurse, with 
a sweet baby boy in her arms, and a very 
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pretty Kttle girl, more than two years old, by 
her side. They are Mrs Boardman's children ; 
but the lovely little girl, with the yellow hair 
and beautiful blue eyes, is soon to be taken 
away from her fond parents, to dwell for ever 
with the Saviour, whose name she had so early 
learned to lisp. Very soon the childish voice, 
so pleasant to the parents' ear, was to be sing- 
ing the praises of the Lamb around the throne 
of God. It was a heavy trial to the parents, 
but surely to the little one it was great gain : 
she was taken from the evil to come. 

They were left yet a little longer to do God's 
work on earth, ere the summons should go 
forth. The Master calleth for thee; and on 
they toiled, each doing their appointed work, 
often cast down, but yet again rejoicing; often 
weary, but yet upheld — ^fellow-workers with 
Christ in His vineyard. 



PICTUEE THIBD 

Shows us an Indian zayat, or, as we would 
call it, a sort of light shed, open all round. 
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with its roof canopied with leaves. It is 
erected in a lonely spot, at the foot of a moun- 
tain. 

Seated in the centre of it is a lady, appar- 
ently reading aloud to a number of somewhat 
wild looking men and women ; but all seem 
eagerly listening to the words of the Book, 
which, after the lady reads, a person beside , 
her interprets to them in their own language. 

The lady is dressed in deep mourning, and 
looks much changed since we saw her last; 
for it is again Mrs Boardman who is before 
us. No wonder she is changed, older, and 
sadder in appearance, for she has suffered 
much since we saw her in the mission school- 
room. 

Four years have passed since that time ; and 
two years before the time we see her in our 
present Picture, her yoimg missionary hus- 
band had been taken by the Lord. He died 
whilst travelling about amongst the moun- 
tains, preaching almost to his last hour. 
Earthly friends were around him at his death, 
for his wife and child had accompanied him, 
and a missionary friend, a Mr Mason, met 
them ; whilst many of the Karens, who had 
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been brought to the knowledge of God through 
his teaching, surrounded him, imploring his 
dying blessing. 

Two days before his death he saw Mr Mason 
baptise thirty-four converts. His last words 
to the believing Karens were — " Love Jesus 
Christ with all your hearts, and you will be 
for ever safe." The last act he performed was 
distributing tracts and portions of Scripture. 
Of death he had no fear. He knew in whom 
he had believed, and said he cast his soul, with 
all its sins, upon his Saviour. His life on 
earth was short; but, oh, how great an amount 
of good was done in it I The talents entrusted 
to him by his Master had not been hid in a 
napkin, but traded with and increased for that 
Master's use ; and now the joyful words were 
addressed to him — " Well done, good and 
faithful servant, enter thou into the joy of 
thy Lord." 

Dear young friends, you, too, have talents 

given to you by God, — some five, some two, 

some one. What are you doing with them ? 

Spending them for God, or allowing them to 

lie, as did the slothful servant, unused ? Ah I 

remember that the sin for which he was cast 

I 
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away was, not because lie liad put liis talent 
to any wrong use, but because he had not used 
it at all. If you really belong to Christ, you 
must be doing for Him ; working not for your 
salvation, but because you are saved; striv- 
ing, by all means — and even the youngest 
child can do something — to lead others to that 
Saviour you yourselves have learned to love. 

After her husband's death Mrs Boardman 
at first thought it would be her duty to go 
home with her little George, now her only 
child; for, besides the little girl we spoke of 
in the last Picture, she had lost a little baby 
boy younger than George. The mother's heart 
longed to go home with her boy; but she 
looked around her, — saw so many of the poor 
Karens thirsting to know more of the true 
God, — thought of her schools, which were very 
numerously attended, — and felt that she dare 
not forsake the work to which God had called 
her. And so she still remained, labouring far 
more earnestly than ever, trying, in some de- 
gree, to do some of the work her husband had 
performed. 

Look at her, as she sits reading the word of 
God to that assembled company of Karens. 
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Like her husband, she now went, from time 
to time, round the Karen villages, proclaiming 
the glad news of a Saviour to many who would 
not have come so far as the mission-house to 
hear. Some of the Karen converts always 
accompanied her in these rounds, taking it by 
turns to carry little George in their arms. 
" Oh, what an honour it is," Mrs Boardman 
wrote to a friend, " to be allowed to tell the 
poor idolatrous heathen of a Saviour." 

Her whole time was now taken up with her 
beloved work. " I am busy," she wrote, " from 
sunrise till ten at night." And so her time 
passed on: each day brought its own work, 
and also the needed strength and needed grace 
to perform it. The arm of the loved husband 
was withdrawn, only to make the widowed one 
lean the more strongly on the Everlasting 
Arm. 



PICTUEE FOUETH. 

In a narrow bed, in a ship's cabin, lies a dying 
lady. Bending over her is an elderly gentle- 
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man, in the garb of a minister, whilst three 
young children stand near, looking at the lady 
with loving, yet wondering eyes. 

And she I look at her as she lies there, death 
plainly written on her face, yet peace stamped 
on every feature. Say, can you recognise her 
as the missionary's widow we saw in our last 
Picture — ^the fair Mrs Boardman ? 

Eleven years and more have passed since we 
saw her last, and great changes have taken 
place in her life since then. For ten years 
she has been the wife of that gentleman who 
is bending over her, whispering words of hope 
and comfort to the dying one. He is the well- 
known, earnestly devoted missionary, Dr Jud- 
SON. These three children are theirs, and 
three others, younger, still remain behind in 
the land of Burmah. Failing health has, at 
last, obliged the missionary's wife to return to 
her own country, from which she has now been 
absent nearly twenty-one years — busied all 
that time in her chosen work of telling the 
heathen of a Saviour ; — ^home to a land where 
dearly loved ones still remained ; the land of 
her birth; the land where, once more, she might 
press to her heart her boy, who had once been 



% 
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her only earthly tie in a heathen land — ^her 
darling George, the only surviving child of 
the husband of her youth, the noble-minded 
Boardman. 

No wonder, then, that with such -ties Mrs 
Judson's heart rejoiced at the thoughts of see- 
ing once more her home and country. But it 
was not to be. The Lord had ordered it other- 
wise. The home which was awaiting her was 
in the land of glory. The friends that were 
to welcome her, were the redeemed ones around 
the throne of God and of the Lamb. 

Fondly did Dr Judson hope that the air of 
her native land might restore his wife to 
health, and enable her to return once more to 
her loved- labours; but, as days passed on, he 
saw the hope was vain. It was plain that 
the loved one would never reach her native 
land ; and when they anchored for three days 
in the port of the rocky island of St Helena, 
it became evident that death was near. 

Look once more at Mrs Judson, as she lies 
on her bed of death, her eyes turned now to 
her husband, now to the three little ones, so 
soon to be left motherless. But to her death 
hath no terrors; it is only the messenger sent 
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to bear her away, to be for ever with that Sa- 
viour she has known, loved, and laboured for 
so long. " I am longing to depart,'' she said, 
" and be with Christ." The last words she 
uttered were in answer to her husband's ques- 
tion, " Do you still love the Saviour ?" " Oh, 
yes," she answered ; " I ever love the Lord 
Jesus." And a few minutes afterwards she was 
absent from the body and present with the 
Lord. " Write, Blessed are the dead that die 
in the Lord from henceforth: yea, sarth the 
Spirit, that they may rest from their labours ; 
and their works do follow them." 

Great and solemn are the lessons her life 
teaches us. " She did what she could." Life, 
by her, was regarded as a solemn gift, for the 
right use of which she must give in an account 
to her God. For nearly twenty-one years she 
had laboured amongst the heathen — ^that was 
the work to which she was called. But great 
and important as that work is, do not think 
that, because you cannot thus labour, therefore 
there is nothing for you to do. Ah, no ! the 
great lesson I wish these Pictures to teach you 
is, that in every calling you may abide with, 
and work for, the Lord. Far away from friends 
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and home the missionary's wife was buried — 
in the sea-bound island her grave was made. 
On her grave-stone the Knes were inscribed — 

" She sleeps sweetly here, on the rock of the ocean, 
Away from the home of her youth ; 
And far from the land where, with heartfelt devotion, 
She scattered the bright beams of truth." 

And though dead, she yet spoke : her work, 
even on earth, was not done. She had trans- 
lated many religious books into the Burmese 
language ; amongst others, one called the 
" Golden Balance." 

Some years after her death a middle-aged 
man came to Dr Judson and requested to be 
baptised. He was asked why he wished so ? 
" Because," he replied, " I believe in the Lord 
Jesus, and I wish to enter His religion, and 
obey His commands." On being further ques- 
tioned as to how he knew about Jesus, he told 
that he had first read of Him in a little book 
given to him by a countryman, since which 
time he had never worshipped an idol. The 
name of the book was the " Golden Balance !" 
Truly her labour in the Lord was not in vain. 
Many poor heathen could say of her, that 
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she had been the means of leading them to 
their Saviour. 

She died in September 1845, when she had 
just entered her forty-second year, leaving 
behind her six little ones, — the youngest only 
a few months old, — as well as her son George 
Boardman 

Another labourer in the Lord's vineyard was 
called away from the Church on earth to the 
Church in heaven. Yet a little longer, and 
we, too, shall be called. Oh, may we serve our 
God as faithfully as she did I May the lesson 
of her life be sounding in our ears, in the 
words, " Work while it is called to-day: the 
night Cometh, when no man work." 



Cl^je Cj^risiian Siiviinmnn. 



PICTUEE FIKST. 

Scene, a small bed-room, at the well known 
Belgian watering-place of Spa. 

It is early mom ; the sun has not yet risen, 
although the daylight of an autumn morning 
is dawning. The window of the bed-room is 
open, and seated near it is a gentleman dressed 
in the quaint attire of the last century — the 
full and richly braided coat, large shirt frills, 
worn also at the wrists, knee breeches and silk 
stockings. His hair, which is powdered, and 
worn in long curls down the back, is brushed 
somewhat off the face, which at first glance 
we think a very plain one ; but on a nearer 
inspection we might change our opinion, and 
see something to admire in the fine open brow 
and sweet expressive mouth ; but the eyes are 

K 
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small and weakly, and the figure of the gentle- 
man is short, and feeble in appearance. He 
holds a small book in his hand, out of which 
he reads a little every now and then, and over 
which he seems meditating deeply; and, judg- 
ing by the expression on his countenance, the 
thoughts called forth are painful — we would 
say, self-accusing ones. Who is he ? and of 
what is he thinking ? 

Let me first of all tell you, that nearly 
eighty years have passed since the gentleman 
of our Picture sat in that small bed-room, in- 
dulging in that train of thought. He is an 
Englishman, well known at that time in the 
fashionable world, and also in the House of 
Parliament, of which he is a Member; and, 
young as he is, for he is only twenty-five years 
old, his great talent for speaking is already 
winning him a name. 

Ask any of his companions what they think 
of him, and with one voice they will tell you 
he is the best fellow possible, the most bril- 
liant talker, the finest singer, and the kindest 
hearted friend in the world ; add to this, that 
he is a kind son and an affectionate brother, 
the possessor of a princely fortune, which he 
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spends lavishly, and you need not wonder that 
by so many he is not only liked, but regarded 
as one to be envied. 

What, then, are the painful thoughts which 
agitate his mind, as he sits alone in his room? 
The world cannot see their admired votary 
now. No human eye looks into that little 
room. But the eye of God is there. The 
angels of God are near ; and may we not believe 
that the great host of witnesses of the Church 
in glory are there also ; all looking on in 
marvel at the work going on in that little 
room? For the work is a great one, no less 
than the awakening by the Holy Spirit of a 
soul to a knowledge of its lost state — ^to the 
knowledge of its need of a Saviour; and this 
work was taking place in the soul of the highly 
gifted WiLBERFORCE, the man who, under God, 
was to deliver his country from the shameful 
blot of being the holder of slaves in other 
countries— of encouraging the selling of hum^n 
beings. 

Yes I highly admired and praised by the 
world as Wilberforce was, though in posses- 
sion of all that the world esteems necessary 
to happiness, still there was a void in his 
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heart, though for long he knew not what it 
was; but at last the light had dawned. 

Conversing, whilst travelHng with his friend 
Isaac Milner, on religion, of which for many 
years Wilberforce had never thought, he be- 
came convinced of the truth of Christianity. 
Then arose the question, " If it be true, how. 
dare I live as I do, only for the world, without 
a thought of Gk)d?" The Evil One tried to 
drown the thought — to hinder him from an- 
swering the question — ^but all would not do; 
the work of the Holy Spirit was begun, and 
the awakened one was to find no peace till he 
found it at the Cross of Christ. 

For a while he tried to drown thought in 
the world, laughed, talked ' and sung ; but, as 
he himself wrote afterwards, " through it all 
the thought would sffeal across me — What 
madness is all this, to continue easy in a state 
in which a sudden call out of the world would 
consign me to everlasting misery, and that 
when everlasting happiness is within my 
grasp!'' Peace was not to be found in the 
things of time. And in the midst of the 
gaieties of the crowded watering-place, the 
thoughts of his lost state weighed on his mind. 
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Look at him, as he sits reading that Greek 
Testament at the dawn of day. His whole 
spirit is stirred to its utmost depths. His past 
life, lived without God and without Christ, is 
now staring him in the face, reproaching him 
with being a wasted life. Talents given him 
by God, and yet never used for His cause, the 
great gifts of time, opportunities and fortune, 
all seemed to rise and condemn him. It must 
be now or never. He must choose between 
Christ or Mammon; and, blessed be God, the 
choice was made for Christ; and from that 
room Wilberforce went out a new creature — 
" old things had passed away, all things had 
become new." He had not chosen God, but 
God had chosen and ordained him, that he 
should go and bring forth fruit; that he should 
go forth a labourer in the vineyard of the 
Lord, working in the corner of the vineyard 
in which God had placed him, acting on the 
command, " Let every man abide in the same 
calling wherein he is called." In the world, 
he from henceforth was not to be 0/ the world; 
but, boldly taking his place in the House of 
Parliament as heretofore, he was to use his 
talents to promote the cause of God, and 



78 LABOURERS IN THE VINEYARD. 

labour for the good of his fellow-creatures. 
He was to show the world that it was possible 
to be an eminent Christian and a talented 
statesman; to impress the great fact, that in 
every profession God can be served. He was 
to be the doer of a great work, for which many 
should bless his name. 

I must, ere this Picture passes away, give 
you a short sketch of his life up to this period. 
He was born at Hull, on the 24th of August 
1759. For many generations the family of 
Wilberforce had lived in the county of York. 
William was always a delicate child, suffering 
even from infancy from weak eyes. He was 
a kind, thoughtful child. At the age of nine 
his father died, and Wilberforce was sent to live 
with his uncle. In his uncle's house he heard 
much of religion, was made well acquainted 
with the Bible, and seemed to be impressed 
with a love of holy things ; but when, on re- 
turning to his home, he mixed largely in the 
world, his religious impressions faded away, 
and left him as regardless of God as if he had 
never heard of him. 

At the age of seventeen he went to Cam- 
bridge. His company was much desired ; his 
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powers of conversation and beautiful singing, 
with his pleasing manners, rendering him a 
charming companion. 

At the age of twenty-one he took his seat in 
Parliament as the Member for Hull. Parlia- 
mentary duties he liked, and he became the 
favoured companion of many of the great ones 
of the land, amongst others that of Pitt. But 
all the while the world, and the things of the 
world, were the objects he lived for. His 
talents soon manifested themselves, and at 
the age of twenty-five he was elected Member 
for the county of York. It was in that year 
that he went abroad, taking with him as com- 
panion 'Isaac Milner, to whose conversation 
he, by the grace of God, owed so much. 



PICTUEE SECOND 

Eepresents a scene in the House of Commons 
in the year 1789. The House is crowded, 
and all seem listening with almost breathless 
attention to the person addressing it. 
Long had he spoken, yet no sign of weari- 
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ness is visible in his appearance ; and could we 
hear the loud, clear, musical voice, we would 
trace no sign of fatigue in it. Look at the 
speaker as he stands there, his whole soul evi- 
dently absorbed in the subject he is discours- 
ing of. Small and insignificant as his appear- 
ance is, none, as they watch the fine play of 
his features, and the almost inspired expres- 
sion of his whole countenance, can doubt that 
in yon feeble figure there dwells a noble souL 
Four years have passed since we last saw him 
in the small room at the foreign watering- 
place, but we at once recognise him as the 
member for the county of York — the talented 
Wilberforce. 

A great change has passed over his life since 
we saw him last. Then, the work of God was 
but beginning within his soul, but from that 
time there was no drawing back; it was ever 
a pressing on— through many difficulties, it 
is true. Oftentimes he was cast down, and, 
almost in despair, overwhelmed with a sense 
of sin, and feeling as if God had forgotten him; 
but the work went steadily on. The Saviour's 
presence was more felt, the Holy Spirit was 
guiding him aright, preparing him to do a 
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great work for God on the earth ; and in the 
midst of God-forgetting men he took his stand, 
as a bold unflinching Christian. 

" In the world, but not of the world,'' was 
henceforth his motto ; and, strong in the Lord, 
and the power of His might, he withstood the 
ridicule of the ungodly, and the changed man- 
ners of many who had once coveted and flat- 
tered him. Sometimes it was hard to bear, 
but the remembrance of the far greater trials 
his Lord and Saviour had borne for him, filled 
his mind, and made him not ashamed to con- 
fess Christ before men. 

One thing he was determined on, that the 
worldling should have no occasion, through 
him, to say that Christianity was a gloomy 
thing. He knew the contrary — kne\y how 
joyous a thing it was to him, and endeavoured 
to show, by his life, that whilst his Christi- 
anity hindered him from the levity of the 
world, it did not make him one whit less a 
pleasant companion, or a loving friend. Once 
more he resumed his seat in Parliament, no 
longer desirous only of obtaining a name and 
honours there, but, as the servant of the 
Lord, to be the upholder of His cause, and to 

L 
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advocate the rights of the oppressed ones of 
the earth. 

For some time before the event of our Pic- 
ture, one subject has had much of his atten- 
tion, much of his prayers. That subject was 
the great sin his beloved country committed 
in being the upholders and traffickers in the 
abominable trade of selling slaves 1 Yes 1 what 
was it to him that his country could boast 
that they were not the keepers of slaves, when 
they scrupled not to take the poor Africans 
from their homes and sell them as slaves to 
the West Indian planters, themselves free- 
born Britons I Such a blot, Wilberforce and 
many others along with him felt, must no 
longer be allowed to rest on their country. 
Britaiji must free herself from all participation 
in this foul sin. A bill must be brought be- 
fore Parliament, that the slave trade, with all 
its cruelties, must be abolished ; but who was 
to take it up — ^who be the person to bring for- 
ward the measure ? 

All eyes turned towards Wilberforce. He 
had long felt a deep interest in the cause. 
His talents as a speaker were openly acknow- 
ledged. He was an intimate friend of the Prime 
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Minister, Pitt; and his standing in Parliament 
was good. 

Wilberforce, himself, was willing. He saw 
in the whole matter the overruling hand of 
his God. He felt that this was the work he had 
to do for Him who heareth the groaning of 
the oppressed. Indefatigably he put his hand 
to the work, sought in all ways for informa- 
tion on the subject, and that obtained, was 
ready to stand up and plead the right of the 
poor slave, though he knew well he would 
draw down on himself the wrath of an im- 
mense majority of the nation. 

Now, look at our Picture. There he stands, 
boldly declaring, that, by the continuance in 
the abominable trade of selling slaves, the na- 
tion is committing a deadly sin, and one which 
must draw down the wrath of God on their 
heads. For three hours and a-half he spoke. 
Vi^iidly he painted the sufferings of the poor 
Africans, taken from their homes and country, 
crowded by hundreds into the small space of 
a slave ship, where, in misery and chains, they 
lay, thinking with horror on the fate before 
them, and calling on death to release them 
from their sufferings. And death answered 
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their appeal 1 In consequence of the close ship, 
the numbers huddled together, and the treat- 
ment, hundreds upon hundreds of them died 
ere they arrived at their destination ! But at 
whose door did their death lie ? Who, in the 
eyes of God, were their murderers ? Was it 
not that very nation which boasted of its free- 
dom, its humanity, and its greatness ? 

The speech was listened to with breathless 
attention, and even his opponents allowed it 
to be a masterly one ; whilst Pitt, Burke, 
and Fox, were loud in their praises of it. The 
work was begun ; the nation had the subject 
fully brought before it, but many years were 
to elapse ere the bill for abolishing the trade 
was to be passed. But during these years 
Wilberforce never ceased to persevere in the 
cause; never rested till his end was accom- 
plished, and his country free from the foul 
blot. 

Having put his hand to the plough, he did 
not look back. The work God had appointed 
for him in His vineyard was a difficult one ; 
but the grace and strength to perform it were 
given to him from above. 
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PICTUBE THIED 

Shows us a pleasant garden. It is a jBne 
summer morning, and birds, trees, flowers, 
and insects, seem enjoying the balmy air, and 
rejoicing in the warm sunshine. 

Look at yonder group under the shade of 
that fine walnut tree. They, too, appear to be 
enjoying to the full the pleasant summer day. 
Immediately under the tree sits a gentleman, 
evidently the father of the little children that 
cluster round him. There are six of them — 
four boys and two girls. The eldest, a boy, 
cannot be more than twelve years old, whilst 
the youngest is a little toddling thing, who is 
holding up a bunch of bright coloured flowers 
for its father to admire. His eye is turned 
upon them v^th a look of fond affection, al- 
though it is evident that the little ones have 
disturbed his reading ; but at present the book 
is shut, and the children have his full atten- 
tion. A gentle looking girl, of some ten or 
eleven years old, stands beside her father, her 
head half resting on his shoulder. 
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Look at the gentleman, and see if years 
have so changed him that you fail to recog- 
nise the Christian Statesman, Wilberforce. 
Twenty years have passed since we saw him 
in the last Picture addressing the House of 
Commons on behalf of the poor slaves. Dur- 
ing these years he has never ceased to labour 
at his great work ; but even yet much re- 
mains to be done ere England could be said 
to have completely freed herself from partici- 
pation in the slave trade. Much hatred and 
ill-will had Wilberforce endured, because of 
his uncompromising abhorrence of the national 
sin. Nor is this to be wondered at, when we 
remember how many made their money by 
that very traffic which Wilberforce so loudly 
condemned. But steadily he went on his 
way. The cause, he knew, was a righteous 
one ; the Lord was on his side, and he cared 
not what man should do to, or say of, him. 

In the year 1797 he was married to Barbara 
Ann, the eldest daughter of Isaac Spooner, 
Esq. of Elindon Hall, in the county of War- 
wick. This lady was a Christian of like mind 
with himself, and together they pursued the 
Christian course. The same year as that of 
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his marriage Wilberforce published a book, 
entitled, " A Practical View of Christianity.'' 
It was at once well received, and to it many 
can trace their conversion. Of one instance, 
in especial, Wilberforce heard with great de- 
light. 

A young clergyman in the Isle of Wight, 
of the name of Legh Eichmond, got a copy 
of the " Practical View" given to him by a 
friend. He read it attentively, and its- full 
clear way of revealing Gospel truths was bless- 
ed to him, and made, by the Holy Spirit, the 
means of leading him, in humble faith, to that 
Saviour whose name he had so often on his 
lips, nay, whose ambassador he professed to be, 
and yet whom, in truth, he had never known 
— ^to whom he had never felt true love. From 
henceforth Legh Eichmond went on his work 
a new creature, to tell to his wondering flock 
of the gracious Master he had found, and to 
be, on his part, the means of leading many to 
the Saviour. 

When Wilberforce heard of this he thanked 
his God, and gave all the glory to Him. Years 
passed on, little ones were growing up around 
him, claiming some portion of his time and 
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attention, Parliamentary duties were very 
pressing ; but still time was found for serving 
his God; whatever had to be given up, that 
could not be. The early morning hours were 
devoted to reading the Bible, prayer, and seri- 
ous reflection. He seems, in a marvellous de- 
gree, to have felt the presence of his God at all 
times and places, whilst his one desire was to 
glorify Him by his life. In his book he had 
shown what a Christian should be. " How 
careful I ought to be," he wrote in his journal, 
" that I may not disgust men by an incon- 
sistency between the picture of a Christian 
which I draw, and which I exhibit." 

His ample fortune had now become a bless- 
ing to many; he regarded it as given to him by 
the Lord, to be used for His glory. His chari- 
ties were very numerous — schools were estab- 
lished and helped on, churches aided, poor 
curates assisted, the suffering poor relieved, — 
and done so quietly, so unostentatiously, that 
of him it might with truth be said, " His left 
hand knew not what his right hand did." 

Now look at him, as he sits surrounded by 
his little ones, — love towards God and man 
beating in his breast, and the peace and joy 
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in believing ruling his heart. Very fondly 
attached were his children to him, and the 
hours he could snatch from business to spend 
with them were the happiest in his life. His 
one earnest endeavour was early to lead his 
little ones to their Saviour. 

And so his life passed on. .Of cares and trials 
he had his share ; but through them all he 

» 

experienced the truth of the text, " Thou 
shalt keep him in perfect peace whose mind 
is stayed upon Thee." His work here was 
like that of his blessed Master, to work the 
will of Him who sent him while it was day, 
knowing that " the night cometh, when no 
man can work." 



PICTUEE FOUETH. 

In a pleasant room, in a small parsonage, we 
once more see the gentle Wilberforce. 

He is resting on a sofa, which has been 
drawn near the window, in order that his eyes 
may rest, as they loved to do, on the green 
grass, and watch the beauty of the opening 

M 
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buds ; whilst his ear drunk in the melody of 
the birds, as they poured forth their songs of 
praise on that glorious spring day. An elderly 
lady sits beside him, glancing now at him, now 
at a sweet little child, who sits on the knee of 
a young gentleman seated at the window. 

Look at Wilberforce. He is an old man 
now, but his mind has lost none of its strength, 
and the expression of his face tells of a calm, 
happy old age. Although he is resting now, 
he is still able to walk about out of doors and 
enjoy the works of nature ; and yet he feels 
that his work on earth is nearly done — that the 
time of his entry on eternal life is at hand. 

Many years have passed since we saw him 
in our last Picture, surrounded by his group 
of little ones. He has tasted bitter sorrow 
since then — has shed bitter tears over the 
graves of his two daughters, both of whom 
were grown up; but of both he could say, 
they were born again, heirs of glory through 
Christ Jesus. His trials were heavy, but his 
mercies seemed greater ; and with calm resig- 
nation he bent his head and said, " The will 
of the Lord be done." 

In Parliament, during all these years, he 
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laboured on the side of the Lord, never giving 
up the cause of the slaves, whilst he was ever 
ready to be the upholder and seconder, of 
every good cause. Eidicule he heeded not: 
What was the will of the Lord? was his ques- 
tion in all difficulties. In the midst of the 
busiest life he might often be found in the 
houses of the poor, praying by the beds of 
the sick and dying. 

An incident is told of his slipping away 
from a large concourse of friends, and going 
into a poor cottage to sit by the bedside of a 
dying woman. A friend who accompanied 
him heard him speak to her of the love of 
God ; of the comfort which the Hply Spirit 
alone can give ; of the joy of belonging to the 
Saviour ; and then he knelt down and prayed 
earnestly that God would comfort and keep 
His suffering creature. 

Of all that Wilberforce did it is impossible 
here to tell ; but surely these Pictures must 
have shown that, as a Christian Statesman, as 
a true follower of Jesus, as a loving, faithful 
friend, an affectionate husband and father, 
and as an active labourer in the vineyard of 
the Lord, few could surpass him. 
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♦ 

But now the end is drawing near. When 
we see him in our Picture, he is visiting his 
son in a country parsonage. The lady beside 
him is his wife, the gentleman, at the window 
his son, and the little prattler his grandchild. 
Soon after, he removed to London, and then it 
became evident that death was approaching. 
His work on earth was nearly finished : soon 
the place that once knew him would know 
him no more for ever. 

But ere he was called away from earth, the 
Lord was to grant him to see the longed-for 
accomplishment of the cause he held so dear. 
Very shortly before his death, the Bill for the 
Abolition of Slavery was read for the second 
time in the House of Commons, and the glad 
news reached the ear of the dying statesman, 
that his beloved country was willing to re- 
deem itself from the national disgrace at any 
price. " Thank God," was his exclamation, 
" that I have lived to witness the day in 
which England is willing to give twenty mil- 
lions sterling for the abolition of slavery!" 
It was a great triumph to one who had borne 
so much of the nation's wrath for venturing 
to bring forward the subject; but he gave 
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all the glory to Him who turneth the hearts 
of men. 

Death, in the end, came suddenly — only his 
wife and youngest son were with him; but 
the call found him ready : his feet were firm 
on the Eock of Ages. He died on the 29th 
of July 1833, aged seventy-three years and 
eleven months. There was mourning on earth, 
but surely there was rejoicing in heaven, as 
another soul entered the heavenly city, to 
proclaim throughout eternity the wonders of 
redeeming grace. The noble of the land fol- 
lowed him to his last resting-place, in the 
beautiful old Abbey of Westminster ; — deeply 
was he lamented; — crowds of carriages fol- 
lowed in the procession ; — a subscription was 
raised, to place his statue in the Abbey ; — 
pubUc meetings were held in York and Hull, 
for some memorial to perpetuate his name 
there, and a county asylum for the bUnd was, 
in the end, founded in honour of him ; — ^but, 
beyond all these things, he would have re- 
joiced to know (and why might not his re- 
deemed spirit have the knowledge ?) that an 
immense number of the poor slaves in the 
West Indian Islands, on hearing of his death. 
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put on mourning, as an act of respect to the 
memory of their unwearied advocate and bene- 
factor. 

Yes, the gentle Wilberforce is gone; but 
surely, though dead, he yet speaks — reading 
to us, by his life, the lesson, to choose now 
whom we will serve ; whose work we will do 
upon earth. Ah! do not forget that there 
are two vineyards, in one or other of which 
all the world are working; but the one be- 
longs to God, the other to Satan. May all 
the readers of these Pictures be able to say, 
" As for us, we will serve the Lord." 



Cj^je Cj^risibn (&tnihkomun. 



PICTUEE FIEST. 

The scene before us is that of a crowded ball- 
room; dancing has commenced; the musi- 
cians are hard at work. 

One glance tells us that it is a scene of the 
last century. The rich brocaded silks and 
satins of the ladies, their high dressed hair, 
thickly powdered, and their large hoops, to- 
gether with the gay coloured full coats in 
which the gentlemen are dressed (many of 
them of the richest silks or velvets, embroid- 
ered with gold or silver), and their powdered, 
wigs, worn in long curls, all speak of a past 
age. 

Many of the faces before us are very beau- 
tiful, but yonder lady, seated a little apart, is 
singularly so. Look at her ; the richness of 
her dress, and the magnificence of her jewels, 
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bespeak Tier a lady of rank. That she is young, 
beautiful, and wealthy, we see ; but there is 
something in her expression that seems to say 
she is not happy— that wearied absent look, 
which tells of a heart ill at ease, of an unsatis- 
fied spirit. Many have pressed her to dance, 
but this evening she has seldom done so', plead- 
ing fatigue. But the dissatisfied look, so un- 
like her usual one, was remarked by inany ; 
and gentlemen might be overheard asking 
their partners if they knew what was the 
matter with Lady Glenorchy this evening. 
For the lady is the young, beautiful wife of 
Lord Glenorchy, the eldest son of the third 
Earl of Breadalbane. 

Tip to the time of the scene of our Picture, 
which is in the year 1765, and when Lady 
Glenorchy was nearly twenty-four years of 
age, she was known in the fashionable world 
as one of its most admired, pleasantest vota- 
ries. Hitherto she had lived only for the world, 
and the things of the world; she had drunk 
deeply of its pleasures, and given no thought 
to the things of eternity. Of her it might 
be said, in the words of St Paul, " Living 
in pleasure, she was dead while she lived." 
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But shortly before this time Lady Glenorchy 
had begun to experience the vanity of worldly 
pleasures ; had awoke to a consciousness that 
there must be some higher aim in life than 
that of living only for pleasure. 

"While thus feeling she went to reside with 
her husband at his English estate of Great 
Sugnal, in Staffordshire, and there she became 
acquainted with a family, many of whom were 
celebrated for their piety — the Hills of Hawk- 
stone; and from them she obtained the first 
knowledge of true religion. She became much 
attached to one of the daughters, and her con- 
versations on religious subjects impressed her 
much; but the great change had not yet taken 
place, and she still engaged in worldly pur- 
suits, though with a sense of dissatisfaction. 

Such were her feelings as she sat in the 
ball-room of our Picture. A voice was calling 
loudly within her, even the voice of the Holy 
Spirit, " Come out from them, and be sepa- 
rate." The work was begun, and ere long she 
was to sit as a lowly disciple at the feet of her 
hitherto slighted Saviour. 

Shortly after the time we write of she went 
to visit her father-in-law, the Earl of Breadal- 

N 
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bane, at his beautiful residence, Taymouth 
Castle, in Perthshire, and whilst there she 
was seized with a dangerous illness. This ill- 
ness was, under God, the means of her con- 
version. The world was seen in its true light ; 
and, confessing her sinfulness, she fled for 
refuge to the Saviour of sinners, the Lord 
Jesus. At first the way of salvation seemed 
dark to her, and, in writing, she sought the 
advice of her friend Miss Hill. The advice 
given was to cast herself, with all her sins, 
upon her Saviour; to rely upon His blood for 
pardon, and on His grace for holiness. The 
letter was blessed to her, enabling her to set her 
feet on the Kock of Ages. And, after earnest 
prayer. Lady Glenorchy rose from her knees a 
new creature, feeling that, from henceforth, 
she was not her own, but bought with a price. 
And from that time, in the midst of great 
opposition and many trials, her time, her ta- 
lents, her wealth, were consecrated to the 
service of the living God; and she was to 
show to the world how much one high in 
worldly rank could do for God; how earnestly 
she could work in His vineyard, whilst still 
abiding in the calling wherein she was called. 
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PICTUEE SECOND 

Shows us a4arge building, crowded with peo- 
ple. At a glance we see it is a cliurch. 

No ancient cathedral pile, with its massive 
pillars, lofty roof, and darkly painted windows, 
through which the rays of heaven stream as 
a dim religious light ; but a plain substantial 
building, formed, not to attract the eye, but 
to accommodate some two thousand souls, who 
may hear there the way of salvation through 
Jesus Christ proclaimed to them. In short, it 
is a Scottish Church. The service now going 
on is the simple service of the Presbyterian, 
and the times to which their Psalms of the 
sweet singer of Israel are set, are those which 
their forefathers sung, not a hundred years 
before, in days of trial and sorrow, on the hill 
top or the mountain side. 

In our Picture we see the minister is ad- 
dressing the people, who are all looking as if 
listening attentively to his words. The con- 
gregation, we remark, is mostly composed of 
the poor. But look at that seat not far off 
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from the pulpit, and see if you can recognise 
that beautiful lady, still in the prime of life, 
("whose eyes are fixed on the minister as if 
drinking in his words) as the lady we saw in 
the ball-room of our last Picture, Lady Glen- 
orchy. 

She is dressed in widow weeds, but the dis- 
satisfied, weary expression she then bore is no 
longer visible, and her countenance, though 
sad, wears a calm, peaceful look — tells of a heart 
at rest. Nearly ten years have passed since' 
she had given herself to her God. For time 
and for eternity she had chosen the good part, 
and has had no reason to regret her choice. 
She was the servant of a good Master, and His 
yoke she found easy, and His burden light. 
Her path had been a difficult one. Many trials 
had encompassed her, — ^much opposition she 
had had to withstand, — often her heart had 
fainted and failed within her; but her God 
held her up ; her Saviour was true to His pro- 
mise, " I will never leave thee nor forsake 
thee." Earthly friends, many of them dear to 
her, looked coldly upon her ; but the failing 
of earthly friends made her cling the closer to 
the Lord Jesus. She laboured all the day in 
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the vineyard of the Lord — ^her one aim, to 
lead souls to Jesus. 

Soon after her conversion she induced her 
husband to purchase the estate of Barnton, 
near Edinburgh, and there she was enabled to 
do much for the glory of God. Many work- 
men were employed about the alterations and 
improvements made on the place, and on 
many occasions Lady Glenorchy had them 
assembled, and got a minister to address them, 
speaking to them of the things which belonged 
to their eternal well-being ; and afterwards a 
chapel was built near the house, and there 
service was held every Sabbath evening, and 
often during the week; and to many these 
serAdces were greatly blessed. 

That Lord Glenorchy highly esteemed his 
wife is evident; at the same time, in many 
ways he did not enter into her views; nay, 
often tried her severely by opposing them; 
and yet, in the end, she had hope that spiri- 
tual things had not been unthought of by him. 
His death, which took place three months after 
they were settled at Barnton, was unlocked 
for ; but during the very few days his illness 
lasted, those around him had good hope that 
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God had blessed the words, and, above all, the 
holy life of his wife to his soul. He died at 
the early age of thirty -three, whilst his widow 
had just attained her thirtieth year. The loss 
was a great one, but the Lord sustained her ; 
and many a text of Scripture comforted her in 
her sorrow. One in particular brought com- 
fort to her — " Thy Maker is thy husband, the 
Lord of Hosts is His name." 

The respect Lord Glenorchy bore to his 
wife was shown by his will, in which he left 
the landed estate of Barn ton and King's Cra- 
mond, and all things belonging to him, to her 
and her heirs, with full power to convert the 
whole into money, and employ it in encour- 
aging the preaching of the Gospel, erecting 
schools, or in any way she might judge pro- 
per. By this will Lady Glenorchy was left a 
large fortune, with which her one desire was 
to glorify God. 

Her first desire was to prepare with her 
money a habitation for the mighty God of 
Jacob, and, accordingly, after much delibera- 
tion, she determined to erect the church of 
our Picture. It was situated in the Orphans' 
Park, in Edinburgh, and intended chiefly for 
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the accommodation of the poor in that neigh- 
bourhood. The scene of our Picture is the 
opening of that church. It was a bright Sab- 
bath day, in the beginning of the month of 
May ; and as we glance at the calm, grateful 
expression of Lady Glenorch/s countenance, 
we can imagine the holy joy she experiences, 
as she hears the voice of prayer and praise 
sounding for the first time through the build- 
ing, and listens to the voice of the Lord's 
ambassador, as he reads aloud the Scripture 
declaration — " In Christ Jesiis neither cir- 
cumcision availeth anything, nor uncircumci- 
sion, but a new creature.'' 

The house thus erected to the Lord as a 
free-will offering of gratitude from His de- 
voted servant, was to prove a blessing to many; 
and of numbers then unborn, at the last day 
it will be said, he or she was born there. 

Dear young friends, does not this Picture 
teach the lesson, that the noblest use of money 
is when it is consecrated to the service of the 
Lord? It is a great and a blessed thing when 
the possessors of wealth are, like Lady Glen- 
orchy, earnest workers in the vineyard of the 
Lord. 
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PICTUEE THIED. 

OuB scene is a small room, handsomely fur- 
nished, though, to our eyes, somewhat old 
fashioned. The look out from the window is 
into a square, and the gardens in the centre of 
it are now in the full blow of summer beauty. 
The room is a lady's boudoir, and there, seated 
on a high backed, very uncomfortable looking 
chair, sits Lady Glenorchy. 

It is twelve years since we saw her last, on 
the May morning on which her church was 
opened. She is much changed since then. 
Her whole appearance is that of a person in 
bad health ; her cheeks are thin and sunken ; 
her eyes hollow, and her colour pale ; but at 
present she is engaged in an animated con- 
versation with a gentleman who sits beside 
her, whose dress at once betokens his profes- 
sion, for he is the minister of her Edinburgh 
church, the Eev. Mr Jones. 

The years that have elapsed since her hus- 
band's death have not been idle ones : nobly 
has she worked, and much has she suffered in 
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the cause of her God. Her Christian course 
has ever been an onward, a growing one ; her 
faith has risen triumphant over many difl&cul- 
ties, and now, when, at the age of forty-four, 
life was akeady drawing to its close in this 
world, and the life eternal about to be entered 
upon in another, that faith was shining brighter 
and more radiant than ever. 

Latterly she had spent a good deal of her 
>time in England, and wherever she went she 
left a blessing behind. Her burning desire was 
to open to all the means of religious instruc- 
tion, and in order to do so she established 
chapels. in various places — one at Carlisle, one 
at Matlock, one (aided by the dying bequest 
of her much loved friend Lady Henrietta Hope) 
at Bristol, and another at "Workington, be- 
sides supporting many schools and charitable 
institutions. Her life was one spent not to her- 
self, but to her God; and now the end drew 
near. Three days after we see her in our 
Picture conversing with the young minister, 
towards whom she bore the gTcatest esteem, 
she breathed her last. Death was sudden, but 
it found her ready. "If this be dying, it is 
the happiest thing possible," she said; and 
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soon after, her soul was in the presence of her 
much loved, faithfully served God and Savi- 
our. On earth there was grief, but in heaven 
rejoicing, over another heir of glory safe for 
ever — another jewel placed in the crown of 
the Lamb. 

Nearly eighty years have passed since the 
death of Lady Glenorchy; but her name is 
still well known, and her memory held sacred 
in many a believer's heart. And surely her 
life, whilst speaking loudly to all, speaks more 
particularly to those who, like her, are placed 
high in worldly rank, urging them in their 
calling to make a bold stand for God, to show 
that, in all ages, in the highest rank, and 
amidst the allurements of a vain world, God 
can be served — His portion chosen instead of 
that of the world; and the rank, wealth, and 
opportunities He Himself has given, used to 
promote His glory, and consecrated to His 
service. May every year find an increase of 
labourers in the vineyard of the Lord from 
the high places of the earth ! 



^^t Cj^risiian "^ntl^nnt 



PICTUEE FIEST 

Is that of an immense warehouse. On all sides 
we see men busy at work, none idling, none 
staring about them ; all are working as if their 
hearts were in what they were doing. The 
warehouse must be nearly two hundred feet 
long; and as we glance at the wares, the piles 
of loaf-sugar in one part, chests of tea in an- 
other, cases of spices of all sorts, large boxes 
of fruit, quantities of flour, heaps of canary 
seed, hogsheads of molasses, cheeses upon 
cheeses, raisins, currants, etc., we see at once 
that it is a general provision house. 

Look at the gentleman in the centre of the 
Picture. He is evidently a principal in the 
business. He stands, book in hand, giving 
directions to those around him. He is a man 
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past the prime of life, short figure, with a 
pleasing, open countenance, with keen sharp 
brown eyes, and a look of energy, combined 
with firmness, which seem to tell that he is a 
good business man. And so he is. Few, even 
in this energetic business-like age, are more 
so than he, for he is the well known merchant 
Samuel Budgett, the head of this large ware- 
house, which is situated in Nelson Street, 
Bristol. 

Look at him again; he is well worth the 
looking at, for under that homely exterior 
there dwells a large and noble heart. He is, 
what many in this world think it impossible 
to be, at once a successful merchant and an 
earnest Christian ; one who is " not slothful in 
business, serving the Lord'' — a noble instance 
of the great lesson of these Pictures, that there 
is no profession, no trade, no rank, no place, 
where God cannot be served. 

Samuel Budgett was born in the town of 
Wrington, in Somersetshire, in the year 1794. 
He early showed a great turn for making and 
saving money. Whilst still a boy, he picked 
up a horse shoe, which he sold for a penny. 
This, he said, was the first penny he ever 
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made ; and after that lie went on making in 
every honest way, and thus often saved small 
sums of money ; but with these he was most 
generous. He loved to make and to save 
money, in order that he might enjoy the plea- 
sure of giving it away. 

His mind was early impressed with the im- 
portance of holy things. He owed much to 
the example and prayers of his pious mother. 
We read in his " Life " (written by William 
Arthur, A.M.), that at the age of nine years, 
when passing the door of his mother's room, 
he heard her praying for himself by name. 
The thought entered his mind, " My mother 
is more earnest that I should be saved than I 
am myself." From that hour, by the grace of 
God, he became decided to serve Him, and the 
good work was carried on to perfection. • 

At the age of nearly fifteen he was appren- 
ticed to his brother, who kept a general pro- 
vision shop in Kingswood, within four miles 
of Bristol. There he remained a short time, 
then went to another shop, returning again to 
his brother, who, some years afterwards, took 
him into partnership; and, together, they car- 
ried on their business for twenty years, when 
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the eldest brother retired, and left Samuel as 
the head of the house, which, as years passed 
on, became immensely large — transformed 
from the little shop to the enormous Bristol 
warehouse we see in our Picture; and the firm 
of H. & J. Budgett stood high in the mercan- 
tile world. 

One thing in his mercantile life Samuel re- 
solved to act upon, and that was to trade 
honestly : no dishonest practices were carried 
on in that warehouse, for God was served 
there. Once Mr Budgett was offered to be 
shown a way of making false vinegar, which 
he might sell for real, at its full value. He 
listened quietly, but no sooner heard the plan, 
than he broke out in indignation, telling the 
man that dealings of that kind led to hell, 
and rebuked him for proposing such a thing 
with the greatest severity. 

Between the master and those under him 
there existed the most kindly feeling: all 
loved and respected one who cared for, and 
interested himself in their concerns. He 
regarded himself as responsible to God for 
his men's welfare. By stimulating them to 
gi-eat activity during work hours, he got the 
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hours of labour gradually shortened, and left 
the evening hours to the men free, to spend 
with their families. The men knew that their 
master sought their good, and laboured all the 
more industriously. 

Punctuality was insisted on. The master 
himself was always punctual, so why not the 
men. The work begun at six o'clock, and all 
must be present at that hour. Those who, at 
the end of a year, had never once been late, 
received the present of a sovereign. Strict 
discipline was maintained, but also strict jus- 
tice. If an error were committed, the person 
in fault was sent for to speak alone with the 
master. The fault was rebuked, strongly, per- 
haps, but always kindly; and many a man had 
reason to bless the day when the kind rebuke 
of his master turned him from a path of error. 
The men were made to feel an interest in the 
business, and when it was more than usually 
successful, presents of money were made to all 
concerned, so that they came to feel that their 
master's good was theirs also. 

Nor were their eternal interests forgotten. 
No ! Mr Budgett ever bore in mind, that buy- 
ing, selling, and working, were not the end of 
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life, but the glorifying of God was so; and 
this fact he tried to impress on the minds of 
his men. No work could prosper unless the 
blessing of the Lord rested upon it. In the 
busiest life, time must be found to serve God. 
By degrees he got many to see the truth of 
these things, and they agreed to assemble 
every morning, in a large room above the 
warehouse, for family worship. Sometimes 
Mr Budge tt himself conducted their devotions, 
sometimes one of the men themselves did so. 
It was ia beautiful sight, master and men thus 
uniting together daily to seek the blessing of 
the Lord on their day's work, their families, 
and their own souls, and singing together the 
praises of Him who is the God and Saviour 
alike of rich and poor. 

From the days of his apprenticeship Samuel 
Budgett was a zealous Sabbath school teacher. 
His own heart was filled with love to his Sa- 
viour, and he delighted to tell others of the 
joy of belonging to such a Master. Once 
his wish had been to go as a missionary to 
the heathen^ but the thought that, by re- 
maining at home, he could do more for the 
maintenance and comfort of his parents, de- 
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cided him to remain where he was, and try to 
do all the good he could to the many ignorant 
ones around him. He married a Miss Smith, 
and as years passed on, his family grew up 
around him; and few happier homes could be 
found than his (at his beautiful property near 
Kingswood), for the blessing of the God he 
served rested upon it. 



PICTUEE SECOND. 

We see before us upwards of two hundred men 
and women. They are a rough, curious look- 
ing set of people, mostly young. The dress of 
the women strikes us. as peculiar, especially 
their dark blue cloth cloaks, made with a 
number of capes, and their low-crowned black 
hats; whilst the whole expression and appear- 
ance of the young men bespeak them a lawless 
set, thjDugh at present they are listening pretty 
attentively to the person who is addressing 
them, whom we recognise as the " Success- 
ful Merchant" of our last Picture, Samuel 
Budgett. 
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It is a summer Sabbath evening, and the 
open windows admit the bahny air. Out of 
doors reigns a Sabbath quiet, only broken by 
the song of birds. All day has the merchant 
been occupied in the private arid public wor- 
ship of God; and after the fatigues of the 
week, one might have thought he would have 
rejoiced in the quiet rest of a Sabbath even- 
ing. And so he would, but there was work 
for him to do — work in the Lord's vineyard; 
and his duty was to deny himself for his 
Master's glory. 

At Kingswood there were a large number of 
young men, of lawless, idle habits — ^men who 
mocked at every sacred thing, never entered 
a house of prayer, and who were as ignorant 
of their God and Saviour as the heathen — 
whom it had been Samuel Budgett's great 
desire to iD struct. The heart of the merchant 
longed to do good to these lawless ones, longed 
to bring them to the fold of the Good Shep- 
herd, and he resolved to try. 

The difficulty was how to induce them to 
come, but at last a plan "v^as fallen on. He 
went amongst them himself, as they were 
sitting in groups together one Sabbath eve; 
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he spoke kindly to them, and asked them to 
come and get a good tea next evening in the 
vestry room. They agreed, came, and, ere 
they went away, through the great tact of Mr 
Budgett, they agreed to form themselves into 
a society, to be called the Kingswood Young 
Men's Association. They were to meet for 
rehgious instruction every Sabbath evening, 
in the vestry room of the chapel, and through 
the week were to be taught secular things. 
An association was also formed for young 
women. 

The society prospered. Kough and untaught 
as the people were, they saw that Mr Budgett 
desired their good; and his kind words, un- 
wearied trouble, and earnest exhortations, 
were not without their effect. Ere very long 
he wrote to a friend that some of the worst 
among them were crying out to God for for- 
giveness of their sins, and some who had been 
brought in faith to the foot of the Cross, were 
earnestly seeking the salvation of others. 
Amongst the young women, also, the work 
was greatly blessed. 

Look at the merchant as he stands address- 
ing the assembled ones. He looks older than 
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when we saw him last. Grey hairs have come 
upon him, but the energetic look is the same 
as ever ; and he is evidently giving the whole 
of his attention to those he is addressing. He 
is telling them of the wonders of redeeming 
love — of a Saviour bleeding, dying for them ; 
and is urging on them to claim that Saviour 
as their Friend — to wash in the fountain of His 
shed blood. 

Dear young friends, take a lesson from this 
Picture. How many in the world are saying 
they have no time to work for God ; not a 
moment to spare for His service. Busy through 
the week, they must have their Sabbaths to 
themselves; so when can they work for God? 
All these excuses, and more than these, Samuel 
Budget t could have pleaded, had he sought 
his own ease — could he have believed that he 
was put into this world to Uve for himself. 
But remembering that he was a follower of 
Him who pleased not Himself, he sought not 
to do his own, but his Master's will ; and thus 
spare moments, and many of them, were made 
for, and spent in the service of his God. Love 
to Jesus constrained him; and Jove to souls 
gave a tenderness and power to his words. 
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Nor -was he alone in his labours of love. 
As they grew up, his sons and daughters 
shared them with him, and became known 
and loved in the cottages of the poor around 
them. Of his family he wrote, that, " blessed 
be God, he trusted they were all walking in 
the way to heaven/' Happy father, to have 
such a hope I happy children, of whom such a 
father could say so much I 
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Sitting together in a handsome bed-chamber 
we see several people, ladies and gentlemen, 
among whom are two ministers. 

They are met on a solemn occasion, for 
they are commemorating their Saviour's death 
along with some dying friend. On a table 
near the bed are placed the bread and wine^ 
emblems of the Eedeemer's broken body and 
shed blood. Seated on the side of the bed, 
supported by pillows, is the dying man. Faith 
and hope light up his intelligent countenance 
as he raises the cup to his lips, and celebrates 
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for the last time his Saviour's dying love. 
Soon he hopes to see Him, no longer through 
a glass darkly, but face to face. Yes, the end 
is approaching; and after a life faithfully 
spent in the service of the great Master, 
Samuel Budgett (for it is he) will ere long 
be called to give in an account of his steward- 
ship. 

For some months his health had failed, and 
he knew that in all probability death was 
near. At first the thought of how Uttle he 
had done for God weighed on his mind, and 
made him earnestly long that he might be 
spared yet a while to work more earnestly 
in His vineyard, to become more meet for 
heaven; but soon even this wish passed, and 
he became resigned to whatever was the will 
of God concerning him. To him, Uke the 
apostle, to live was Christ, to die was gain. 
He knew in whom he had believed, and was 
persuaded He was able to keep that which he 
had committed unto him. 

More than a year before the time his illness 
commenced, he had suffered a great affliction 
in the very sudden death of his second son, 
Edwin, a young man much loved and respect- 
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ed by all who knew him ; possessing many of 
the traits of his father's character, and, like 
him, an earnest, humble Christian, beloved as 
a Sabbath school teacher, and as a constant 
sympathising visitor in the cottages of the 
poor. One Tuesday evening, in the month of 
July 1849, Edwin was at a class of a religious 
society at Kingswood, of which he was a 
member. The question was put to him, " Can 
you say that you are born again, made a child 
of God, and consequently an heir of heaven?" 
Humbly, yet distinctly, did he answer, " I feel 
thankful that I do know that I am a child of 
God, and desire to live to His glory.'' 

Dear young friends, were such a question 
put to you, what would your answer be ? 

Many, as they looked at Edwin that night, 
would have said that there was plenty of time 
for one like him to think about these things. 
Happy for Edwin he had riot thought of put- 
ting off seeking his God, but had given Him 
his heart in the prime of his youth, and the 
flush of health. For what is our life, 'tis even 
as a vapour! And ere two days were fled 
Edwin was a citizen of that city whose walls 
are jasper, and whose streets are of pure gold 



120 LABOURERS IN THE VINETARD. 

— one of those blessed ones who follow the 
Lamb whithersoever He goeth. The day after 
the meeting we have written of he was seized 
with cholera, and all remedies failing he gra- 
dually sunk, and on the Thursday forenoon 
slept in Jesus, having, before his death, de- 
clared his perfect assurance that, through the 
atoning blood of Jesus, he was safe for ever. 

Heavy as this trial was to Mr Budgett, he saw 
in it the hand of a loving Father, who afflicts 
not willingly, but for His people's good, and 
bowed his head in resignation. How little 
did any of his friends think, that ere two years 
had passed he would rejoin his son before the 
tlirone of God! 

Look once more at our Picture. It is a 
spring afternoon, the sun shines brightly into 
the room where the little company are assem- 
bled. Out of doors all looks joyous. Nature, 
awake from its winter sleep, is beginning 
once more to put forth leaves and buds, cloth- 
ing the trees in their green livery, and birds 
and insects are alike rejoicing. All are reading 
to observing man a lesson on the resurrection, 
speaking strongly (as God doth ever speak in 
nature) of the blessed time when this mortal 
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shall rise from the sleep of the grave and put 
on immortality. No doubt it spoke thus to 
the dying man, and kindled within his breast 
deeper gratitude to Him who, by His death, 
had taken away the sting from death, and 
brought life and immortality to light. 

Ere they parted the assembled friends sung 
hymns of praise, during which Mr Budgett's 
face glowed with joy. Over and over he de- 
clared his faith in Jesus. " I am a poor, vile 
sinner," he said, " but the blood of Jesus avails 
even for me." His. earthly business was all 
wound up — ^his books all ready — ^his family 
provided for — his poor neighbours not forgot- 
ten. During his illness, many who saw him 
were earnestly urged to give their hearts to 
their Saviour, whilst it was called to-day. As 
long as he could, he worked for his God ; but 
much as he had done for the cause of God in 
his life, he yet felt as if the one-half had not 
been done that might have, and bewailed that 
he was an unprofitable servant; trusting (as 
every true Christian must do) to the atoning 
blood of Jesus alone for salvation. His favor- 
ite lines were — 
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" Jesus, my great High Priest, 

Offered His blood and died ; 
My guilty conscience seeks 

No sacrifice beside. 
His blood for me did once atone, 
And now it pleads before the Throne." 

About two months after the scene of our 
Picture he died, full of faith and hope. When 
asked if lie thought of the beauties of heaven, 
he said, " Yes; but what I rejoice to know 
is, that Christ will be there." His death, at 
the age of fifty-six, caused, as may be believ- 
ed, the deepest grief. In him his family lost 
the best of fathers ; the poor, the kindest of 
friends; his workmen, the most thoughtful 
and patient of masters; and the whole neigh- 
bourhood mourned him as one of their greatest 
blessings. " The best man in Kingswood 
is gone to-day," was heard from many a lip. 
And, amidst real mourning and tears, he was 
carried to his grave, followed by hundreds, not 
of the great of the earth, but of those who 
could say that, in losing him, they had lost 
their dearest friend and benefactor. 

The " Successful Merchant" is dead; but he 
has left us an example to follow in his steps — 
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to be as faithfill in our sphere, in our business, 
as he was in his ; like him, to be " not slothful 
in business, fervent in spirit, serving the 
Lord." A master himself, he ever bore in 
mind that he also had a Master in heaven, 
who had given him a work to do in His vine- 
yard, for the doing of which he would be held 
responsible. How fully, how devotedly he 
did that work, will never be known till the last 
day. 

Dear friends, in that day may we be found 
to have been as faithful as the "Successful 
Merchant." 



Cj^t Cj^rbliati <S^0lirui'* 



PICTUKE FIKST. 

In a small cabin on board a ship, we see two 
young men engaged in earnest conversation, 
tbey each hold a small book in their hand, 
and it is apparently about it that they are 
talking. 

Look at the one nearest to us. How earnestly 
he seems listening to the words of the friend 
opposite to him; his large intelligent eyes ex- 
pressing the deep emotions which are plaiidy 
working in his mind. His face, once seen, 
will not be soon forgotten; and there is a look 
of firm determination in the whole countenance 
that speaks of an iron will, and tells that its 
owner is one who will be powerful to influence 
his fellow-creatures for good or evil. 

Nearly forty years have passed since these 
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two young men sat together talking in the 
cabin. They are both officers, on their way 
out to India, and the subject of their conver- 
sation is the necessity of making peace with 
God, through faith in Christ Jesus. The 
conversation has deeply moved the soul of the 
young man we have described. Eeligion is no 
new subject to him. Much has he thought of 
it, and earnestly has he striven to do the will 
of God; but the conversation of his friend has 
been made by God the means of shedding a 
new light on those things, and for the first 
time he sees clearly the work which Christ 
has done for his soul; for the first time he 
feels that he may claim the righteousness of 
Christ as his own; and that, through His shed 
blood, there is a complete remission and for- 
giveness of sins. 

It was the turning point of his life, and it 
filled him with a holy joy. Earnestly had he 
been seeking an increased knowledge of his 
God and Saviour, and now the ana^wer to his 
prayers had come; now, the Holy Spirit had 
opened the eyes of his understanding to the 
deep things of God. He was enabled to accept 
the finished work of Christ, and from that 
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time he became an earnest follower of the 
Lord Jesus — an unwearied worker in the Lord's 
vineyard; and in his life set forth a noble 
example of the possibility of being at once a 
brave soldier and a zealous Christian, for he 
was one at whose name many an eye now fills 
with tears of grateful remembrance; and 
many a heart beats with joy that they can 
claim him as a countryman — the much loved, 
the deeply mourned, Sir Henry Havelock. 

He was bom at Bishop- Wearmouth, near 
Sunderland, county of Durham, in the year 
1795. At the age of nine he went to the 
Charter-House School, where he remained for 
seven years, and was known as a steady, re- 
flecting, manly boy. Henry was religiously 
brought up, owing (like many other eminent 
Christians) a great deal to the instructions of 
his pious mother. Whilst at the Charter- 
House, he, along with a few others like-minded, 
used to meet regularly in one of the sleeping 
rooms, to read aloud a sermon and talk over 
it, unheeding the ridicule which the so doing 
entailed. 

At the age of nineteen Havelock began to 
study law, but his desire to enter the army 
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was SO strong, that a year afterwards his 
brother obtained for him an appointment in 
the Eifle Brigade. He served for some time 
in England, Ireland, and France, but in the 
year 1823 exchanged into the 13th Light In- 
fantry, and sailed for In4ia in the " General 
Boyd." On board that ship he became 
acquainted with Lieutenant Gardiner (the 
young man who sits opposite to him in our 
Picture), and his conversation and example 
were greatly blessed to him ; and Havelock 
landed in India determined, by the grace of 
God, to fight manfully under the banner of 
Christ against all opposing enemies ; and above 
all, to endeavour to lead those around him 
to the Saviour he himself had found. The 
worldling might scoff and ridicule him, but 
his part once taken, he was bold for his God, 
not ashamed of the cross of Christ, going forth 
to the spiritual battle, clad in all the armour 
of God, grasping the sword of the Spirit, and 
the shield of faith, which was able to resist all 
the fiery darts of the Evil One. 

He was to know much of earthly warfare, 
of bloody battle-fields, of weary nights of 
watching and anxiety. That warfare the 
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world could understand, and for unflinching 
bravery in it his name was to be crowned 
with well deserved renown. But of the other 
— the spiritual warfare — ^how few knew, how 
few could comprehend ; and yet how severe, 
how constant a battle it is — one that never 
ceases till life itself is ended, when the sword 
is exchanged for the crown. 

" Sleep, as on the battle-field, 
Girded, grasping sword and shield, 
Foes thou canst not name or number, 
Steal upon thy broken slumber." 



PICTUKE SECOND 

Eepresents a chamber, and a strange looking 
place it is — ^very unlike any we have seen in 
these Pictures. There is no furniture in it; 
but all round the room are figures, or images, 
sitting with their legs drawn up and crossed, 
and their hands resting on their laps, on 
which small lamps are placed, giving forth 
a somewhat melancholy light, revealing at 
once both the horrid faces of the images, and 
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the pleasanter ones of a number of men as- 
sembled in the room. 

Let us look attentively at them, and see 
what they are about: 

There are nearly a hundred of them, and 
we see by their dress that they are soldiers; 
and they are a fine looking set of men. They 
are seated round the room; and in the centre, 
evidently reading to them, is the young officer 
we saw in our last Picture, Henry Havelock. 
Not many years have passed over his head 
since we saw him last, and his appearance is 
much the same as it then was. Already he 
has seen a good deal of service, and fought in 
several battles during the war in Burmah; 
but the hand of his God has preserved him 
hitherto. Faithful to his duties, obedient to 
his commanders, earnest in the study of his 
profession, he was also faithful to his God, 
earnest for His glory, ever fighting the good 
fight of faith, under Jesus, the Captain of his 
salvation. His great endeavour was to win 
the souls of the men under him to Jesus. He 
laboured in every way to promote their wel- 
fare and do them good; and in return he 
gained the love and esteem of most of them. 

B 



130 LABOURERS IN THE VINEYARD. 

One thing he was most anxious about was 
to keep them from drinking. English soldiers 
are the finest soldiers in the world when they 
don't drink; and he tried to dissuade them 
from so doing, by the high principle of the 
sin in the sight of God. To many of the men 
his words and his labours amongst them were 
greatly blessed, showing that they were so by 
the change in their lives; so much so, that 
many who mocked at the cause, remarked 
nevertheless the change, and called them 
" Saints." Once, whilst in the neighbourhood 
of their enemies, some of the men of a parti- 
cular corps being called on suddenly to occupy 
a certain post, they were found too drunk to 
do so. When the General heard it he said, 
" Then call out Havelock's Saints, they are 
never drunk ; and Havelock is always ready." 

It is a great thing when God's people thus 
show forth His glory, leading even His ene- 
mies to remark the holiness of their lives. 
Be assured, whether young or old, if we be- 
long to Jesus we' will best show we do by 
keeping His commands, saying, when tempted 
to sin, " How can we do this great wicked- 
ness, and sin against the Lord ?" 
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Now for a clearer explanation of our Pic- 
ture. Look at yon assembled group of men. 
There are nearly one hundred of them, and 
they are those men called in derision, " Have- 
lock's Saints." They are collected for reading 
the Bible, and prayer; and the place where 
they are met is in a heathen temple I Those 
images are of the heathen god Boodh. The 
temple itself is a magnificent one, known as 
the Shivey Dagoon pagoda, in the city of 
Eangoon. Havelock obtained leave to use 
one room in it for his prayer-meeting, and 
there, with these dumb idols, the works of 
men's hands, around them, did Havelock and 
his men sing praises and pray to the great 
God of all the earth, whose eyes are in every 
place, and whose ears are open to all who call 
upon Him through Christ, whether it be in a 
heathen temple or a Christian church. 

Through much opposition Havelock held 
on his Christian course. What though the 
worldling sneered at his religion, and even 
some, of whom better things might have been 
expected, reproached him as being righteous 
overmuch, he remembered the saying, " The 
servant is not greater than his Master," 
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and willingly he submitted to reproach for 
His name sake. Each day of the Christian 
Soldier was begun by prayer. However early 
the hour for marching, he always got up two 
hours before, to be able to devote that time to 
Bible reading and prayer. 

A few years after the scene of our Picture, 
Havelock married Hannah, the third daughter 
of the well known Baptist missionary at Seram- 
pore, Dr Marshman. She was one well fitted 
to promote his happiness. Their union was 
a happy one, and they were fellow-helpers of 
each other in their Christian course. 



PICTUKE THIED. 

The scene of this Picture is a pleasant draw- 
ing-room in the German town of Bonn. 'Tis an 
autumn morning, but the sim shines brightly, 
sparkling on the waters of the Ehine, which 
is seen from the windows, and lighting up the 
faces of the family assembled in the room, 
engaged in family worship. 

Seated at the table, with his Bible in hand, 
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is one whom, aged as he is since we saw him 
in our last Picture, we know at once as Henry 
Havelock. Many years have elapsed since he 
sat with his men, worshipping the true God, 

^ in the heathen temple. He has gone through 
many dangers, fought gallantly in many bat- 
tles since then, and, especially, has taken a 
conspicuous part in the memorable defence of 
Jellalabad.- 

Never, in the midst of all his toils, was his 
God forgotten. After strong fortifications had, 
with much diJHBlculty, been made for the pro- 
tection of Jellalabad, Havelock asked General 
Sale to assemble the men, to thank God for 

^ enabling them to finish the work. The men 
were assembled, and one and all, officers and 
men, joined Havelock in hearty thanksgiving 
to their God. 

After twenty-seven years spent in the dis- 
charge of his arduous duties in India, Have- 
lock, whose health had for some months been 
giving way, yielded to the entreaties of his 
friends, and returned for a while to England ; 
joining, with a grateful heart, his wife, two 
daughters, and little boy, who had preceded 
him there some months before — ^his two eldest 
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sons remaining in India. Wherever he went 
he found work to do for his Lord and Master — 
the sick and dying were visited, weary hearts 
comforted, and sinners entreated to flee to the 
Saviour. 

After remaining a short time in England 
Colonel Havelock and his family went to Ger- 
many, where his health was much benefited 
by the use of the medicinal waters. After 
travelling about for a short time they settled 
in Bonn, and there Havelock remained for six 
happy months with his family. But the time 
of parting was at hand. Duty compelled the 
fond husband and father to leave his loving 
wife and children, and return to India. Fain 
would his wife have accompanied him there, 
but her duty was at home : who so well as she 
could care for her children, and bring them 
up in the knowledge of God ? For the present 
she must remain, and in a few short years, by 
the blessing of God, she would rejoin her 
husband in India. 

And now the last day had come. They had 
met together to join in prayer. Look now 
at our Picture : husband and wife, father and 
children, are worshipping together; reading 
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the word of Him who cannot Ke, who hath 
promised to be with His people in all places 
wherever they go, to bless them and do them 
good. There were sad hearts in that room on 
that autumnal morning, but even in the midst 
of the dark cloud there shone the bow of hope. 
They would meet again, perhaps ere long. 
How little did any of them think that that 
prayer-meeting was the last they should hold 
together on earth; that the loving wife and 
children should never again behold the dearly 
loved one on earth; never join their voices 
with his in prayer to their God and Saviour 
never meet again till they do so in that land 
where parting is unknown — in that land where 
the Christian soldier shall " pile his arms at 
Jesus' feet, and the sword of strife be ex- 
changed for the harp of praise." 

Yes, so it was to be ; but in mercy God hid 
the future from them, and hope lessened the 
trial of parting, and sustained each of them 
in the path of duty, whilst faith in Christ 
strengthened them to run with patience their 
appointed course. 

Amongst all the mercies God so largely be- 
stows on us, none is greater than His hiding 



136 LABOURERS IN THE VINEYARD. 

from U8 the events of the future. Did we 
know the coming evil, how it would darken 
our present joy; and were coming good known, 
it would only serve to make us discontented 
with the present. Let us thank God that He 
has promised, " As our day is, so shall our 
strength be ;" and that He has, in mercy, hid 
the future of this life from us. 



PICTUBE FOUBTH. 

Standing in front of a splendid palace-like 
building, we see a number of fine looking sol- 
diers, many of them Highlanders. Travel 
worn and weary they are, covered with mud, 
and many of them bespattered with blood; but 
for the present the look of weariness is ex- 
changed for one of joy, as they listen to the 
shouts of congratulation that welcome them 
on all sides, as they hear the blessings called 
down on their heads by the people that throng 
around them. Old men, women, and young 
children, are aU there, hailing the noble sol- 
diers as their deliverers. 
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And who is he that stands at the head of 
his brave soldiers, grateful joy beaming in his 
face, as all press around to welcome him ? He 
is the Christian Soldier, the noble-hearted 
Havelock. 

Six years have passed since we last saw him 
at the quiet famUy altar at Bonn. During 
that period he had calmly gone on his course 
of duty, though often longing to be once 
more united to his family. A prospect of his 
being so presented itself, and it was settled 
that, God willing, Mrs Havelock and two of 
the children should join him at Bombay some 
time in the year 1857. But that time never 
arrived. War with Persia was declared. A 
command in the expedition was offered to 
Havelock, and, at the call of duty, he accepted 
it, strong in the Lord and the power of His 
might. 

Havelock remained in Persia four or five 

months, and whilst there the dreadful mutiny 

in India broke out. Hindoos and Mahometans 

arose simultaneously to attack the Europeans, 

as the enemies of their religion. Fearful was 

the bloodshed — men, women, and children, 

murdered in cold blood— cruelties and horrors 

s . 
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committed too dreadful to write of. Almost 
the whole of the native regiments had re- 
volted, and were banded together ; the gaols 
were opened, and the prisoners freed; and the 
town of Delhi was in the hands of the enemy. 

Of this dreadful mutiny Havelock first 
heard at Bombay, on his return from Persia. 
On hearing it he at once proceeded to Cal- 
cutta, and placed himself at the disposal of 
the Commander-in-Chief. His services were 
gratefully received. He was the very man that 
was needed. He was at once appointed Briga- 
dier-General, and with the small force of 
1200 men, set off to relieve, if jpossible, the 
Ixjlcagurcd garrison at Cawnpore, a town in 
Oude, where a number of women and children, 
as well as soldiers, were besieged by immense 
numbers of the enemy. 

Forward they pressed, longing to relieve 
their countrymen from their dreadful danger. 
Their way was disputed on all sides by the 
enemy; battle after battle was fought, and, by 
the grace of God, victory obtained. Strong 
in the hope that they yet might be in time to 
save, at least, the women and children, the 
soldiers pressed on, tiU near Cawnpore the 
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great struggle took place, ending by the 1000 
British troops, and 300 Sikhs, completely de- 
feating and putting to flight 5000 natives. 

The victory was a great one ; but, alas, the 
news soon reached the brave little band that 
the helpless women and children had been 
murdered in cold blood by the cruel Nana 
Sahib, after he had taken a solemn oath that, 
if the little garrison would yield and trust him, 
he would send them all safely away. Of the 
entry of the gallant band into Cawnpore, and 
tlie horrors that met their eyes everywhere, 
we will not write; enough to know, that the 
sight of the barbarities which had been com- 
mitted there, filled the hearts of the soldiers 
with a more intense ardour to press forward 
to the relief of their besieged countrymen and 
women at Lucknow, lest they, too, should suf- 
fer the fearful fate of those at Cawnpore. 

Some time elapsed ere they could expect 
the necessary reinforcements. When these 
arrived, headed by General Outram (who gene- 
rously gave up the leadership of the expedition 
to General Havelock), they set forward, and, 
after many battles, after fighting their way 
through the streets of the town of Lucknow, 
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surrounded by thousands of the enemy, seeing 
their comrades fall in numbers around them, 
and the brave General Neill struck down to 
rise no more, they reach, at last, the gates of 
the Eesidency, where the brave garrison are 
pent up. The gates are thrown open, the sol- 
diers, headed by Havelock, enter, and the 
scene of our Picture ensues. 

The feelings of the Christian Soldier on 
the occasion were those of deep gratitude to 
his God, whose arm had protected him, and 
prospered their undertaking. " Not unto us, 
not unto us, Lord, to Thy name be all the 
glory," was the language of his heart. Great 
as the help Havelock had brought was, it was 
soon found it was not sufficient, and patiently 
the garrison had to wait till more troops, un- 
der Sir Colin Campbell, could arrive. Seven 
weeks of intense suspense followed, ere Sir 
Colin, with 6000 men, arrived at the Eesi- 
dency, and were warmly greeted by all, headed 
by Generals Outram and Havelock. At once 
it was agreed the garrison must leave the 
Residency, and at the dead of night all re- 
moved to Alumbagh, four miles distant. After 
remaining there a short time, the ladies, the 
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sick, and the wounded, proceeded to Allaha- 
bad. 

But at Alumbagh it was evident that the 
toils, privations, and anxieties of the last few 
months, had been too much for the noble- 
hearted Havelock. His strength gave way, 
severe attacks of dysentery reduced him still 
more; and, soon after being removed to Sir 
Colin Campbell's camp at Dilkoosha, he was 
pronounced dying. He had first heard of great 
earthly honours being conferred on him— he 
was made a Commander of the Bath, and also 
created a baronet; — but higher honours than 
these awaited him. The crown of glory which 
fadeth not away, was ready for his brow ; the 
golden harp was waiting for his hand; and ere 
long the ** Well done *' of the King of kings 
was to salute his ears. Death found him 
ready. He had won the victory, through Jesus 
Christ. He called his eldest son (who had 
fought by his side through many battles) to 
him, saying, " Come, and see how a Christian 
can die." 

"To die is gain," were amongst his last 
words ; and then, the inner warfare over, the 
spiritual battles all fought, the last enemy 
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overcome, the Christian Soldier was fa»ce to 
face with the great Captain of his salvation, 
to dwell with Him for ever. His death was 
mourned as a national loss; and widespread 
was the sympathy felt for his widow and 
children. 



Cj^t €\(txBixnn Snilax. 



PICTUEE FIBST. 

The scene before us is one on board a man-of- 
war. It is a bright summer day, in the year 
1803. A brilliant June sun is shining in an 
almost cloudless sky, lighting up the whole 
scene, and sparkling on the small waves, 
raised by the light breeze. 

The Ship is preparing to weigh anchor, and, 
ere long, will leave the seaport town of Ply- 
mouth in the distance. On deck all is bustle 
and commotion, yet no confusion is visible. 
Orders are issued and attended to quickly, yet 
orderly. Many of the sailors are fine looking 
men ; but our attention is drawn to the coun- 
tenance of a young boy who stands a. little 
apart, regarding the scene with all the interest 
of novelty. He looks a fine manly boy, of not 
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more than thirteen or fourteen years old, with 
a bright intelligent expression in his clear 
hazel eyes. He is one who is now well known 
in the history of his country, the renowned 
Polar navigator, Sir Edward Parry; one who 
united tlie character of the skilful able sailor 
with that of the zealous Christian; one who 
was a true example of an earnest labourer in 
God's vineyard. 

Nearly sixty years have passed since young 
Parry stood, as we see him in our Picture, on 
his first day on board the " Ville de Paris," to 
which ship he had been appointed as a vojun- 
teer of the first class, through the kindness of 
Admiral Cornwallis. All is new to him, and, 
with eager delight, he watches the movements 
of the crew, in which he was so soon to take 
an active part. Born at Bath (in the month 
of December 1790), where his father, Dr Caleb 
Parry, was a well known, highly respected 
physician. Parry was educated at the gram- 
mar school there ; and his open manly charac- 
ter, along with an amiable disposition, made 
him a favourite with all who knew him. 

The teaching, and above all the prayers, of 
a pious mother, were not without fruit in his 
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young heart ; and although many years were 
to elapse ere the fulness of the riches of the 
knowledge of Christ Jesus was to be revealed 
to him by the Holy Spirit, yet God was not 
forgotten, nor His commands wilfully slighted 
by the young volunteer. And three years after, 
when appointed midshipman in the "Tribune," 
he writes to his parents, regretting the not 
having prayers on board, as he had been accus- 
tomed to in the " ViUe de Paris," resolving 
to make up for the want of this privilege by 
addressing himself more to God in secret; and 
when in prospect of an encounter with some 
French frigates, he wrote confidently that he 
trusted in the protection of God, though that 
trust was then rather founded on the errone- 
9US one of his own righteousness, for as yet 
the glorious doctrine of Christ's imputed right- 
eousness, a doctrine which he was one day so 
openly to declare, was not recognised by him. 
The longing after good was begun in his soul 
by the work of the Spirit, and one day, true 
to His promise, the Lord would satisfy the 
longing soul, pointing it to the Cross, and 
causing it to rejoice in the words, " I am thy 
salvation." 

T 
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Dear young friends, seek the Lord, and pray 
that He may reveal Himself unto your souls, 
and you will not pray in vain. 

Wherever the young sailor went he won the 
respect of all who knew him. On leaving the 
" Ville de Paris," Admiral Comwallis writes 
of him : — " Parry is a fine steady lad, sure to 
win his way." At the age of twenty he was 
made lieutenant, and joined the " Alexandria," 
a frigate, in which he remained three years, 
increasing his knowledge of his profession, 
and studying astronomy, spending his leisure 
hours in the acquisition of knowledge, and 
noting intelligently the manners and customs 
of the people whom he saw in his voyages. 

Wo write not an account of these voyages, 
interesting as they are ; these you must seek 
elsewhere. It is in his Christian character, 
as shown in his professional duties, that we 
would seek to depict the great navigator; and, 
passing over a number of years, our next 
Picture will find the Christian Sailor in far 
difi*erent scenes from those which surrounded 
him when lie stood on the deck of the " Ville 
do Paris," under the scorching rays of a sum- 
mer sun, with the pleasant English landscape 
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in the distance. The ship and the young 
volunteer are passing away, but the open, 
generous, manly soul, is yet to teach us some 
noble lessons of Christian diligence, faith, and 
love. 



PICTUBE SECOND. 

A STRANGE scene is before us. Eound long 
tables, on the lower deck of a ship, a curiously 
dressed crew are collected, enveloped in warm 
furs. The men sit listening with eager atten^ 
tion to a commanding looking person who is 
reading to them, securing their attention by 
the clearness of his tone, and the earnestness 
of his delivery. Do you, in that handsomely 
formed man, in the prime of life, recognise 
the young volunteer we saw in our last — 
Edward Parry? 

More than twenty years have passed since 
we saw him last; and nobly has the man ful- 
filled the promise of the boy. He is now the 
well known Arctic navigator: twice already 
has he commanded an expedition in search of 
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the North-west Passage. This he did not 
accomplish, but many valuable discoveries 
were made by him. The passage of Lancaster 
Sound, and Barrow Strait, Melville Island, 
and Banks' Land, were amongst the number. 
At the time we write of he was a post cap- 
tain, and in command of a third expedition in 
the Arctic Eegions. 

Winter, during three months of which the 
sun never rises above the horizon, has set in, 
and the two ships, the "Fury" and the "Hecla," 
hemmed in by the ice, are shut up in Port 
Bo wen. The little company are there alone; 
no human beings near ; nothing but ice, ice, 
seen all round, and no possibility of getting 
free for months. 

How were these long winter nights to be 
spent ? Instantly a plan suggested itself to 
the fertile brain of the captain. An evening 
school was opened, conducted by a Mr Hooper, 
warmly assisted by the captain himself. All 
joined eagerly, learned and unlearned, officers 
and men — all spent the evening hours in the 
acquisition of knowledge. 

Above all other knowledge, the captain 
desired that his crew might obtain the know- 
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ledge of that Lord whom he could now, with 
holy boldness, call his Master— his reconciled 
Father in Christ Jesus ; and to serve whom 
zealously in his calling was now his great 
desire. To Mr Hooper, the Christian school- 
master, Parry himself owed much, in reading 
and conversing with him on the word of God. 
The wonderful plan of redemption was more 
clearly revealed to him ; and the God he had 
long served from a sense of duty, was now 
served from an overpowering sense of His love, 
as shown in the gift of His Son. All his self- 
justifying righteousness was thrown away, and, 
resting all his hopes on the merit of Jesus, he 
was " accepted in the Beloved." 

The scene of our Picture took place on a Sab- 
bath night, on the lower deck of the " Hecla." 
Eagerly are the men listening to the words of 
life read to them by their loved commander; 
the exhortations coming with all the more 
force to their hearts, that it was delivered by 
one who, a sailor like themselves, shared their 
dangers, entered into their pleasures, and un- 
derstood their ways. 

Outside the ships, on that Sabbath night, 
desolation reigned ; animal and vegetable life 
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seemed aKke extinguished ; winter truly was 
there in all its terrors; but in the midst of all 
the hand of God was visible; and His wonders 
were displayed in the heavens by the brilliant 
flashing meteors, and the glorious Aurora Bo- 
realis. How well, under such scenes, would 
the words of Job be understood — " By the 
breath of God frost is given: and the breadth 
of the waters is straitened. The waters are hid 
as with a stone, and the face of the deep is 
frozen." Perhaps, on that very Sabbath even- 
ing, the voice of praise ascending from the 
assembled company on the lower deck, was 
rising to heaven in the words of the sweet 
Psalriiist of Israel : — 

'^ Hoar-frost, like ashes, ecattereth He ; 
Like wool He snow doth ^ve : 
Like morsels casteth forth His ice ; 
Who in its cold can live? " 

Ending with the solemn entreaty, — 
" do ye praise the Lord." 

But that Sabbath evening witnessed a scene 
over which the angels in heaven rejoiced. In 
that desolate region, far from the abode of 
man, at that meeting on the lower deck of the 
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" Hecla/' a soul was born again — ^the work in 
the vineyard had brought forth fruit. The 
Holy Spirit, whose workings are confined to 
no place, had touched the heart of one of the 
seamen, John Darke, and as the crew were 
dispersing, he begged to say a few words, and 
told Mr Hooper how the teaching and holy 
instruction received on board the " Hecla" had 
been blessed to his soul ; then, throwing him- 
self on his knees, thanked God for the bless- 
ing of a Christian captain and Christian 
teacher, and thanked Captain Parry and Mr 
Hooper for all the trouble they had taken, in 
which all united with him. 

Truly was Parry beloved by his men, ever 
mindful as he was of their interests, entering 
into their amusements, and in every way seek- 
ing to beguile the tedium of the long winter 
nights. Once we read of his getting up a sort 
of masquerade, in which every one was to 
appear in diflFerent characters ; he himself ap- 
pearing as a well known sailor with a wooden 
leg, with a violin in his hand. By these means 
he contrived to keep up the spirits of his 
crew, and increased the love, whilst still re- 
taining the respect, of the men. To serve God, 
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and be useful in his day and generation, was 
his desire— one faithfully carried out by Divine 
grace. And whilst many speak with pride of 
Parry the Navigator, many can bless the day 
when first they knew Parry the Christian. 



PICTUEE THIED. 

A HOLIDAY scene is before us — a large tent, 
erected in the middle of ground which looks 
like a common. Away in the distance a 
number of houses and tents are seen, whilst 
dark woods shut in one part of the landscape, 
and in another direction the eye rests on the 
bright blue sea. 

Inside the tent long tables are set, round 
which sit a large number of happy faced chil- 
df en at dinner. Many onlookers are there, some, 
helping, others only looking at the happy coun- 
tenances of the children, and rejoicing in their 
gladness. But who is he, the most active and 
eager there, quietly ordering and superintend- 
ing everything, cheering young and old alike, 
with his bright smile, and kind, thoughtful 
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words ? We have seen him before, and know 
him as the Arctic navigator, Edward Parry. 

Very different was the place in which we 
saw him last from this. Then he was in the 
Polar Eegions, ice bound, in the midst of an 
Arctic winter. Now the scene finds him in 
the fertile lands, and under the scorching sun 
of Australia. The scene is, indeed, changed, 
but the man is the same ; eager, wherever he 
be, to promote the happiness and good of 
those around; eager to tell all of the wonders 
of redeeming love. 

Six years have elapsed since we saw him last, 
reading to his crew in the " Hecla," on the 
Sabbath evening. Soon after his return from 
that voyage he was married to Isabella, fourth 
daughter of Sir John Stanley of Alderly, who 
proved a helpmate worthy of him — a worker 
with him in the vineyard of the Lord. Shortly 
after his marriage he again set out on an ex- 
pedition to reach, if possible, the North Pole. 
It was a great trial the leaving his young wife, 
but where duty pointed the way Parry was 
not the man to hang back ; and so, calmly 
committing his loved one to the care of his 
God, he set sail ; and though the North Pole 
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was not reached, yet they succeeded in unfurl- 
ing the British flag much further north than 
it had ever been. 

About two years after his return from this 
expedition he was knighted by His Majesty 
George IV., and shortly afterwards he was 
made Commissioner to the Australian Agri- 
cultural Company, and, accompanied by Lady 
Parry, set sail for that far distant land. Go 
where he would, he ever sought to glorify God 
and win souls to Him; and in his way out 
in the ship " William," he acted as chaplain, 
conducting service on deck every Sxmday. 

No sooner had he settled in his Australian 
home at Tahlee, about ninety miles north from 
Sydney, than he began to look about to see 
what good he could do to the fellow-immor- 
tals around him. Great ignorance abounded 
both amongst the natives and the many con- 
victs settled in the neighbourhood. Amongst 
these Sir Edward, assisted by his wife, did a 
great work. He seemed to hear the voice of his 
Lord and Master urging him to proclaim the 
glad tidings of salvation to these neglected 
ones. 

As there was no church nor minister within 
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many miles, the Christian Sailor at once set to 
work, fitted up a carpenter's shop as a place 
of worship, and collecting many of the people 
round him, preached to them of Christ and 
Him crucified. Schools were opened, the 
young instructed, the sorrowing comforted. 
He gained the love and confidence of all. 
Young and old looked up to him for advice 
and sympathy, which he wa,s ever ready to 
give ; whilst into all their pleasures he entered 
with zest, establishing a cricket club, and 
taking part in it himself. The scene before 
us is a dinner party, composed of the school 
children ; and kindly did Sir Edward take part 
in all, joining, himself, in the games which took 
place after the dinner. 

During this time the work of grace was not 
languishing in the heart of the Christian Sailor 
himself. " How wonderful," he writes to his 
mother (as told in a letter, mentioned in his 
Memoir, written by his son,) " is the scheme 
of redemption through Christ ; how suited to 
our necessities I" And in the same letter he 
says, " What indescribable consolation to the 
contrite sinner there is in the assurance, that 
God was in Christ reconciling the world unto 
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Himself, not imputing their trespasses unto 
them I" Life he regarded as given to be spent 
in the service of the Giver of it. The great 
secret of his constant cheerfulness was his 
calm assurance that, through the merits of 
Christ, and cleansed in His atoning blood, his 
soul was safe. " Who is, who can be, so cheer- 
ful as a Christian?" he wrote. " He has a peace 
which the world can neither give nor take 
away." 

Fruits of his ministry were given him at 
Tahlee ; and years after he left it, one who 
visited it told how his labours of love were 
still remembered, and spoken of with tears of 
affection ; whilst some could teU of being led 
from darkness to light, from the power of 
Satan to the living Grod, under his solemn 
teachings. Truly God had chosen him, and 
ordained him to bring forth fruit ; to be like 
a light set upon a hill, giving light to all 
around, adorning by his walk and conversa- 
tion the Gospel of Christ; attracting many, by 
the uniform cheerfulness of his manners, and 
the openness and kindliness of his heart, to 
the service of his Master. 
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PICTUEE rOUETH. 

Before us is the interior of a large room, in 
which a meeting for some purpose is going on. 
The audience consists of about one hundred 
men, mostly well advanced in years ; all 
dressed alike, in long blue coats and brass 
buttons, with cocked hats, which at present 
are laid beside them. On looking attentively, 
we perceive that some of the men have only 
one arm, whilst several have wooden legs. 
All are listening with the greatest attention 
to the gentleman who is addressing them. 

Many years have passed since we saw him 
last, promoting the pleasure of the school chil- 
dren, in the settlement of which he was the 
governor, in the far distant land of Australia; 
but, in spite of the marks which time has 
made, in spite of the grey hairs, wc know the 
dignified look, and the kind, manly expression 
of Sir Edward Parry. 

Yes I many trials has he gone through since 
the scene of our last Picture. The beloved 
wife who was then by his side, sharing his 
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pleasures and good works, and lightening his 
cares, is dead now. He has mourned over the 
graves of six of his little ones, though several, 
now grown up, still remain to comfort him ; 
and were we to question him regarding the 
events of the past years, it would be on their 
mercies, not their trials, he would dwell. 

On his return from Australia, where he re- 
mained more than four years, he obtained an 
appointment in Norfolk; and in 1846 was made 
Captain Superintendent of the Eoyal Clarence 
Yard, Portsmouth, and of the Naval Hospital 
at Haslar. Whilst there, Parry, zealously per- 
forming the duties devolved on him, was also 
zealous in doing the work of his heavenly 
Master. Sabbath evening "readings were set 
agoing in the Hospital, and fully attended, 
bringing forth fruit unto everlasting life ; and 
those who knew him well, tell how the great 
navigator might often be seen sitting by the 
beds of the sick and dying, speaking to them 
of salvation through Jesus Christ; how his 
house was ever open to all, and a kind hearty 
reception given to strangers, both by himself 
and his second wife, a lady worthy of him, 
and a kind, thoughtful mother to his children. 
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On Ms being made Admiral lie gave up 
his appointment at Haslar, and retired for a 
while from public business, residing at North- 
brooke House, Bishops Waltham, Hants. But 
there, as elsewhere, he found work to do for 
his God, — employing himself in the schools, 
and in visiting the poor in the cottages around; 
letting his light so shine before men, that they 
took notice of him that he had been with 
Jesus, and thus glorifying his Father in hea- 
ven. Never was he ashamed to confess that 
he was a servant of the Lord Jesus — -never 
ashamed of Him who had redeemed his soul. 
Nor must w^e think that, in caring for the 
souls of strangers, his own children and those 
of his household were overlooked ; this was 
far from the case. From their earliest child- 
hood the importance of religion, and the sav- 
ing work of Christ, were presented by the 
father to his children ; and full of simple 
Christianity are the letters he addressed to 
them when at school. 

Whilst living at Northbrooke the news 
reached Parry that the North-west Passage 
had at last been discovered by Captain M*Clure. 
Eagerly did he listen to all particulars, and 
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much gratification did he feel that the dis- 
covery should have been made in his day. 

But all felt that such a man as Parry, in 
full possession of all his powers, should be 
employed in some public way; and at the 
close of 1853 he was made Lieutenant-Gover- 
nor of Greenwich Hospital. With this ap- 
pointment he was much pleased. Once more 
he was amongst seamen, in whose welfare he 
ever felt the deepest interest. 

Whilst there the scene of our Picture took 
place. A large room was rented in the town 
of Greenwich, and there Sir Edward, along 
wdth one of the London city missionaries, 
assembled the Greenwich pensioners, and ad- 
dressed them on religious subjects. About 
one hundred are assembled on the occasion 
of our Picture, and are listening with eager- 
ness, as Sir Edward addresses them. The' 
very knowledge that he was a seaman like 
themselves, and could tell them many a won- 
derful tale of the scenes he had witnessed in 
the far-off countries, where many of them had 
also been, made them listen far more eagerly 
to his religious instruction than they would 
have done to that of a minister, however ex- 
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cellent, wlio could not have spoken so home 
to their hearts as did the Christian Sailor. 

But the labours of love of the earnest minded 
man were drawing to a close — ^faithfully had 
he done the work given him to do. To human 
eyes there remained still much for him to do, 
and his powers, even at the age of sixty-five, 
seemed undiminished. But the Lord had need 
of him. It may be, that there was work for 
him in the church triumphant, which had 
been prepared for him from all eternity — work 
which only he could perform, whether it were 
that of praise or action ; for we are not only 
told that the redeemed spirits above cease 
not day nor night from singing, '* Holy, holy, 
holy. Lord God Almighty," but also, that His 
servants shall serve Him, 

But " God's ways are not as our ways, nor 
His thoughts as our thoughts." A year and 
a-half after he had gone to Greenwich, Parry's 
failing health obliged him to leave his native 
land and go to Germany ; and there, in the 
town of Ems, the last voyage of the great navi- 
gator was finished, and his bark safely moored 
in the celestial harbour. The religion which 
had been his stay and joy in life, was so also in 
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his death. In life, Christ and Him crucified 
had been his favourite theme; in death, it was 
still the same : no doubts obscured his faith. 
" In Christ and Him crucified, is aU my sal- 
vation, all my desire," was his dying testimony ; 
and, with his wife and children round his bed, 
the summons came, and the Christian Sailor 
was with the Lord. 

Solemn are the lessons of his life. Truly 
may we call him a labourer in the vineyard of 
the Lord. Many admire him as the sailor, 
who care not for him as the Christian. Un- 
christian men may say, that, if a sailor does 
his duty, and serves his Queen and country, 
that is enough ; and so if this world were our 
all — ^if God were not — it might. But acknow- 
ledging that we are but creatures of a day ; 
that this life is but the beginning of that 
eternity which must be spent by each, either 
in everlasting bliss or everlasting woe ; surely 
it is our imperative duty to seek j^rs^ the king- 
dom of God and His righteousness; whilst, at 
the same time, we neglect not our earthly 
duties, but in our calling abide with God. 

And in these Pictures I would endeavour 
ever to show you, that Christians may be ear- 
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nest workers in the vineyard of the Lord, and 
be still not only as good, in their different 
professions or trades, as those who live with- 
out God; but better— /ar better — than they. 
" Christian soldiers are the best," was the 
declaration of Sir Henry Havelock, " The 
sailors most to be relied on in times of danger 
are the eminently Christian ones," was the 
declaration of Sir Edward Parry, 

In your calling abide with God, are the 
words which the lesson of Parry's life seems 
to sound in our ears. His body rests in the 
burying ground of Greenwich Hospital, but 
his spirit is with that of just men made perfect, 
in the presence of his loved Kedeemer. 



Cl^t Cl^rbtian |)§rgsirian. 



PICTUEE FIKST. 

The scene before us discloses the interior of a 
small room, evidently a study, and that not of 
a poor student, but of a man of wealth. The 
well cushioned sofa, the easy chairs, the soft 
carpet, the handsome desk, all speak of com- 
fort and plenty. 

'Tis midnight, and many of the inhabitants 
of even the bustling city of London are asleep; 
but the gentleman writing at yonder desk has 
no thoughts of sleep. He is absorbed in his 
work, — the expression on his pale intellectual 
countenance telling that his occupation is no 
mechanical one, but that his mind is actively 
at work. He is the well known London 
physician, Golding Bird, — a man uniting 
earnestness in business with zeal for God ; a 
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labourer in the vineyard; a Christian Phy- 
sician. 

He was bom at Downham, in Norfolk, in 
1815. He early showed a taste for botany 
and chemistry. At the age of fourteen he chose 
medicine as his profession, and three years 
afterwards became a pupil of Guy's Hospital. 
At the age of twenty-three he became a licen- 
tiate of the Eoyal College of Physicians, Lon- 
don, and afterwards a fellow of the same. His 
talents soon displayed themselves, and his 
practice became a very extensive one. He was 
appointed Assistant Physician at Gu/s Hospi- 
tal, and won himself a name in his profession. 
But it is as the Christian Physician that we 
speak of him in these Pictures. 

At the time we see him writing in his study 
he is at the very height of his fame— patients 
crowd to his house, and professional visits 
more than occupy his hours. But in his call- 
ing God must be served — that God whose sav- 
ing grace in Christ Jesus he has but lately 
tasted for himself; but once tasted, — once hav- 
ing found by experience that Christ is the 
" altogether lovely" One, — like all Christians, 
Dr Bird was longing to lead others to the 
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Fountain where his own soul had drunk of the 
living waters. 

To do this there was no necessity to leave 
his chosen profession, but into it he must 
and did carry his Christianity. In his literary 
works, by the bedside of his patients, in the 
lecture-room, and in the social meeting, God 
must be glorified, souls warned, Christ con- 
fessed; and surely there is no wider a field 
for Christian usefulness than that open to the 
physician. 

The world is awaking to the importance 
of Medical Missions ; acknowledging that the 
medical man has opportunities of speaking a 
word for Christ, in places and to people where 
the minister and missionary would find no 
access; acknowledging, what it should never 
have doubted, that Christ Himself, the great 
Founder of Medical Missions, was right when 
He commissioned His disciples to unite the art 
of healing with that of preaching the Gospel. 
" Preach the Gospel, and heal the sick," was 
His mandate. And may we not think, that the 
cause of the great success attending the preach- 
ing the Gospel in the early ages was, that 
preaching and healing went hand in hand? 
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Often, in former days, had Dr Bird sat by the 
side of the dying, knowing that in a few short 
hours the soul of his patient would be called 
to give in its last account; often had he 
had opportunities at such times to point the 
dying one to the Saviour, and had failed to do 
so, because he himself knew not the precious- 
ness of that Saviour's atoning blood; but it 
was different now. Many a dying bed of rich 
and poor was cheered by the Christian Physi- 
cian; leading the thoughts of the dying one to 
the great Physician of souls ; to Him who was 
as able as He was willing to pardon sin — ^blot- 
ting it out in His own precious blood. In the 
sore trial of bodily illness, Dr Bird's own soul 
had been brought to Jesus. He knew that a 
fatal disease had taken hold of him, but life 
was given to him yet a while, that he might 
glorify his God on earth, and do his appointed 
work in the vineyard of the Lord. 



PICTUBE SECOND. 



A SEA-SIDE scene lies before us. A fresh breeze 
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has rippled the expanse of sea with "small 
wavelets, whilst the bright August sun is half 
obscured by the clouds which are gathering 
on all parts of the sky, increasing the beauty 
of the scene by the dark tints which their 
shadows throw on the sparkling waters. The 
tide is back, almost quite so, leaving the lower 
part of the beach and rocks wet and shiny. 

Several people are on the beach, and wander- 
ing amongst the rocks. Little children are 
playing about, rejoicing in their freedom, and 
drinking in the pure air. But our attention 
is directed to the figure of a gentleman in a 
black coat, and wide-awake cap, who is stoop- 
ing over a pool amongst the rocks, evidently in 
search of some marine animals. We at once 
recognise him as the Christian Physician, 
Golding Bird. 

Nearly three years have passed since we 
saw him last, busied, even at midnight, writ- 
ing in his study. His life during that period 
has been a very arduous one. The duties of 
his profession have pressed him sorely, but his 
work for his God has not been neglected. 
He has, along with others like-minded with 
iiimself, organised a Christian Medical Asso- 
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ciation, and encouraged prayer-meetings 
amongst the students; and amidst his many 
duties his own soul was not neglected. He was 
growing in grace and in increasing love to his 
Saviour. He prized his religious privileges ; 
ever striving, as far as was possible, to keep 
the Sabbath as a day of rest — a day of sweet 
communion with his risen Lord; and spent a 
great part of it in reading to his wife and 
family; enjoying even on earth a foretaste of 
the heavenly Sabbath — of "the rest which 
remaineth for the people of God." 

Into that rest he was ere very long to enter. 
Failing health obliged him to seek temporary 
quiet, and this he sought at the sea-side, at 
Tenby. His great delight was in studying 
the wonder-working hand of his God, as seen 
in the beautiful zoophytes and marine plants 
which there abounded. Traces of the great 
Creator lay around him on all hands, raising 
his thoughts from earth to heaven. Yes I He 
who formed the mighty deep, and the ever- 
lasting hills, formed also, and so marvellously 
provided for, the wants even of these minute 
zoophytes — links, as it were, between the 
animal and vegetable creation. 

Y 
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No wonder that the Christian Physician 
loved to study these wonders — loved to dwell 
on, and ponder the works of that God whom 
he knew both as the God of nature and of 
grace. And as he found the study profitable to 
his soul, and as he gazed on the beauties of 
the scene around him, the words of the poet 
may have occurred to him — 

" O God, oh! good beyond compare, \ 
If thus Thy meaner works are fair, 
K thus Thy bounties gild the span 
Of ruined earth and sinful man, 
How glorious must the mansions be, 
Where Thy redeemed shall dwell with Thee !" 

But even at Tenby Dr Bird was not idle. 
Patients sought him out, and his kind heart 
could not refuse to give the advice sought ; 
and never was an opportunity of saying a word 
for his heavenly Father overlooked. His time 
for thus glorifying his God, he felt was to be 
short. The night was coming, in which no 
man could work. Dear young friends, see that, 
like him, the work thou findest to do, thou 
doest it with all thy might. 
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PICTURE THIRD. 

On a coiicli, in a pleasant room, we see an old 
lady lying. A peaceful expression rests on 
her countenance, and her fine thoughtful eyes 
speak of a more than usually strong intellect. 
She is engaged in conversation with a deli- 
cate looking gentleman, in the prime of life. 
He is listening attentively to her words, and 
regards her with fond veneration. One look 
at him tells us that Dr Golding Bird is once 
more before us. Yonder lady is his patient ; 
one whom, by God's blessing, his medical skill 
has saved, when death seemed very near. But 
at the time of our Picture it is not on medical 
subjects they are conversing, but on one very 
dear to the hearts of both — the wonders of re- 
deeming love. This time the Christian Phy- 
sician is the learner, not the teacher ; for she 
who is speaking is one deeply taught in the 
things of God ; one whose prayers and exam- 
ple, whilst living, were largely blessed, and 
who, " being dead, yet speaketh" to the souls 
of many by her Memoir, written by her son ; 
for she is Mrs Mary Winslow. 
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Her acquaintance with Dr Golding Bird was 
a short one, but they soon found that, though 
strangers, they were yet united in the bond of 
Christian love, members of the same body, 
travelling to the same home, and heirs together 
of everlasting life. No wonder, then, that 
they loved to speak to each other of those 
things. No wonder that the Christian Physi- 
cian loved the converse of her who was, indeed, 
a " mother in Israel." 

After Mrs WinsloVs recovery, letters full 
of Christian faith and hope were exchanged 
between them. Both were nearing the end 
of their pilgrimage; the one at a ripe old age, 
the other in the prime of manhood. " Our 
glorious inheritance," writes Mrs Winslow, " is 
all ready for us ; and Jesus, whom we both 
love, because He first loved us, stands prepared 
to bid us welcome." 

Dr Golding Bird had the greatest pleasure 
in reading these letters, and sometimes a reply 
was sent. In one he thanks her for remind- 
ing him that we should carry even our small 
cares to the Lord. 

But the end of the Christian Physician was 
drawing near. In vain he struggled to keep 
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up. By degrees, one occupation after another 
had to be relii;iquished. At last, the house in 
London was sold, and one bought at Tunbridge 
Wells, and there Dr Golding Bird went to die ; 
nay, rather — shall we not say ? — from there to 
enter into everlasting life. Death to him was 
robbed of its terror, because Christ had died. 
He was not afraid to stand before the Judge, 
since he could do so clad in the robe of the 
Kedeemer's righteousness, pleading not his 
own good works, but his Saviour's finished 
one. His dying hours were full of joy and 
peace. He fell asleep in Jesus, leaving his 
wife and five children to mourn him. 

The last day alone will disclose how many 
of his faithful warnings, given at the beds of 
the sick and dying, have been blessed to their 
souls ; or how many a medical student has been 
led by his words to choose the good part in 
Christ Jesus. 

Dear friends, in the life of Dr Golding Bird 
we see how useful a Christian physician can 
be ; how many opportunities of usefulness are 
open to him. And should not the knowledge 
of this stir us up to aid, both by our prayers 
and our money, the cause of that mission 
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which seeks, more especially in foreign coun- 
tries, to unite preaching and healing ; making 
the medical man not the supplanter, but the 
worker together with, and often the pioneer 
of, the minister or missionary. " The harvest 
truly is plentiful, but the labourers are few." 

" May not our neglect in joining 
Healing art with gospel light, 
Be the cause why countless millions 
Still are sunk in heathen night ? " 



And now our Dioramic Scenes are finished. 
We have seen, that in all professions, and in all 
ranks of life, God can be, nay, has been served. 
True, I have brought before you only a few 
out of the many faithful labourers in the 
vineyard ; but if the example of these stir up 
any of my readers to seek, in their calling, to 
abide with God, and live to the glory of Christ, 
in a God-forgetting world, these Pictures will 
not have been written in vain ; and God shall 
have all the glory. 



C. GIBSON, PRIKTBB, THISTLE STREET, EDINBURGH. 



^i EDrrEDBTTHEFEItDR HORfflUS BOIMR,KELSoi^ 

PRI CE FIVEPENCE, MONTH LY. 
The following are some of the leading features for 1863:— 

OUR VILLAGERS: 

GRAVi: QIJKSTIOMS FOR COUMTRY PEOPLK, 

m TWELVE CHAPTERS. 

ADAPTED FROM THE FBENCH OF M. FELICE. 



ANNIE FRASER: 

A lUKMLORIAIi SKETCH. 

By J, W, C, 

ADTHOB OF 'ALICE LOWTHEB,' *MABY M'NBILL/ ETC. 



THE BIBLE PICTURE-BOOK 

NEW TESTAMEITT. 

A SKRIBS OF UTORD-PICTITRKS FOR CHIIiDRKSi'. 

By M. H., 

AUTHOR OP 'THE STORY OP A RED VBLTET BIBLE/ 'NOTHING TO DO,' ETC. 



GEMS FROM THE POETS. GEMS FROM OLD AUTHORS. 

SELECTED BY THE EDITOR. 



DiTBODUCTORY AP PRiCTICAL PAPERS, BT THE BEST THEOLOGICAL WRITERS. 



READINGS FOR THE TOTJNG. RELIGIOUS POETRY. 

ETC., ETC. 

Foreign and Colonial Edition. — A Special Edition is Registered for 
this purjjose, price 5s. per annum. Orders received by the Publishers, 
subject to the usual Postal Rates. 

Weekly Issue, in Numbers, price One Pennj^ each. These are ad- 
mirably suited for Congregational or Gratuitous Distribution. 



LONDON : 

OROOMBRIDGE & SONS, 

5 PATEBNOSTEB BOW. 



EDINBURGH: 

JOHNSTONE, HUNTER, ft CO., 

S MELBOUBNE PLACE. 



SUBSCRIBERS' NAMES RECEIVED BY ALL BaQKSmsa&. 



ILUISnunD 8IFT BOOKS FOR Y0UN6 PEOPLE, 

KLSGANTLY BOUND IN CLOTH, 
PBICB OSTK 8HII<I<IIVe JBACH. 

Just Beady, 

MARY M'NEILL; 

OB, 

THE WORD REMEMBERED. 
A TALE OF HUMBLE LIFE. 

By J. W. C, 

AUTHOR OF 'ALIOB LOWTHU,' KQ, 



Second Thoiuuid, 

ALFRED AND THE LITTLE DOVE. 

Bt Bit. F. A. KBUHHAOHEB, DJ). ; 

AND 

THE YOUNG SAVOYARD. 
Bt ERNEST HOLD. 

TransUUedfrom the Oerman by a Lady. 
Third Thousand, 

ALICE LOWTHER; 

OB, 

OBANDMAMMA'S STOBT ABOUT HEB LITTLE BED BIBLE. 

By J. W. 0. 



Third Thousand, 

NOTHING TO DO; 

OB, 

THE INFLUBHCE OF A LIFE. 
By H. H., 

AUTHOR OF 'THS BfORT OF A BID TBLYBT BIBLE.' 



Fomth Thousand, 

THE STORY OF A RED VELVET BIBLE. 

By M. H. 



Other VoUtmes in preparation. 

*' These Stories are perfect gems for young readers, being at once 
simple, interesting, and instmetiye." — Border Advertiser. 
A very pleasant Series." — KeUo Mail. 
A wonderfizl treat to litUe boys and girls."— JSoniMr qf UUter. 



u 



EDINBUBGH : JOHNSTONE, HUNTEB, & CO., 
2 M£LBOTI%'fi^'& liLAOB. 



